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P'REF A C 


. S the occaſion of this poem was real, not ficti- 


tious ; /o the method purſued in it, was rather 


- impoſed, by what ſpontaneouſly aroſe in the author's 


mind, on that occaſion, than meditated, or deſigned, 
Which will appear very probable from the nature of it. 
For it differs from the common mode of poetry 3 which 2 
is, from long narrations to draw ſhort morals here, *N 
on the contrary, the narrative is ſhort, and the mora- 
lity ariſing from it makes the bulk of the poem. The 
reaſon of it is; that the facts mentioned did naturally 


pour theſe moral rect ions on the thought of the writer, 
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COMP D ATN 


NIGHT Thx FIRST, s 
On LIE, DEATH, and IMMORTALITY-.-: 


Humbly inſcribed 


To the Right Honourable ARTHUR Oxs TO, UP; 
Speaker of the Houſe of Commons. 


IR'D Nature's ſweet reſtorer, balmy Sleep! 5 
He, like the world, his ready viſit pays, 2 
Where Fortune ſmiles; the wretched he forſakes: 
Swift on his downy pinion flies from wo, 
And lights on lids unſully'd with a tear. 
From ſhort (as uſual) and diſturb'd repoſe, 1 REN 
I wake: how happy they who wake no more! 
Yet that were vain, if dreams infeſt the grave. 
I wake, emerging from a ſea of dreams i 
Tumultuous; where my wreck'd, deſponding thoughtz 2 
From wave to wave of fancy'd miſer y, 
At random drove, her helm of reaſon loſt: . £ 
Though now reſtor'd, 'tis only change of . 
(A bitter change !) ſeverer for ſevere: 4 
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® The Day too ſhort for my diſtreſs! and Nights, th 

* Even in the Zenith of her dark domain, OF) WEE FN 75 

4 Is ſunſhine to the colour of my fate. . 
Might, ſable goddeſs! from her. ehen hrone, . ROPE 
7 In 55 majeſty, OY, ſtrerches forth. . * . jj 
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But what are ye? 


Exulting, ſhouted o'er the riſing ball; 
00 THOU ! whoſe word from ſolid Darkne/* ſtruck 
That ſpark, the ſun; ſtrike wiſdom from my ſoul ; 


To lighten, and to cheer. O lead my mind, 


And from each ſcene, the nobleſt truths inſpire. 


6 Tux COMPLAINT: Night 1. 2 
Her leaden ſceptre o'er a ſlumb'ring world. 3 O 
Silence, how dead! and darkneſs, kow profound! FE 
Nor eye, nor liſt'ning ear, an object finds: 

Creation ſleeps. Tis as the general pulſe 
Of life ſtood ſtill, and Nature made a pauſe; 
An awful pauſe! prophetick of her end. 
And let her prophecy be ſoon fulfill'd; 

Fate! drop the curtain; I can loſe no more. 
Silence, and Darkne/ ! ſolemn ſiſters! twins 
From ancient Night, who nurſe the tender thought 

To Reaſon, and on Reaſon build Reſolve, 

(That column of true m#jeſty in man), 

Aſſiſt me: I will thank you in the grave; 

The grave, your kingdom: there this frame ſhall fall 
A victim ſacred to your dreary ſhrine. 


-- 


THOU ! who didſt put to flight 
Primæval Silence, when the morning-ſtars, 


My ſoul which flies to thee, her truſt, her treaſure, 

As miſers to their gold, while others reſt. 

Through this opaque of nature, and of ſoul, E's 
This double night, tranſmit one pitying ray, 


(A mind that fain would wander from its wo) , 
Lead it through various ſcenes of /ife and death; 


\ ir 
Nor leſs inſpire my conduct, than my /ong : (rn. 4 | 
Teach my beſt reaſon, reaſon ; my beſt will, ens © 
Peach rectitude; and fix my firm reſolve 12 WF -<:; 
Wiſdom to. wed, and pay her long arrear, © 9 85 85 


Nor let the vial of thy vengeauce, pour'd 5 kr W55 
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© what a miracle to man is man, een 


5 diſtreſs d! what joy; bee: 
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On Lire, Dzarn, and IMMORTALITY. 


On this devoted head, be pour'd in vain. 
The bell ſtrikes One. We take no note of time, 
ir from its loſs. To give it then a tongue, 
Is wiſe in man. As if an angel ſpoke, 
I feel the ſolemn ſound. If heard aright, 
It is the dne of my departed hours: 


Where are they ? with the years beyond the flood. 
It is the ſignal that demands diſpatch : 


How much is to be done? my hopes and fears 
Start up alarm'd, and o'er life's narrow verge 
Look down — on what? a fathomleſs abyſs; 
A dread eternity! how ſurely iu e! 
And can eternity belong to me, 
Poor penſioner on the bounties of an hour ? 

How poor, how rich, how abject, how auguſt, 
How complicate, how wonderful is man ? 
How paſſing wonder HE, who made him ſuch ? 
Who center'd in our make ſuch {ſtrange extremes? 
From different natures, marvellouſly mix'd, 
Connection exquiſite of diſtant worlds! 
Diſtinguiſh'd Jin in being's endleſs chain! 
Midway from nothing to the Deity /! 
A beam etherial, ſally'd and abforpt ! 
Though ſully'd, and diſhonour'd, {till divine! 
Dim miniature of greatneſs abſolute ! 
An heir of glory ! a frail child of duſt ! 
Helpleſi immortal! infect infinite / 
A worm! a god !—] tremble at myſelf, 
And in myſelf am loft ! at home a ſtranger, 
Thought wanders up and down, ſurpris'd, aghalt, 
And wond'ring at her own : how reaſon reels | -- 
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'F 1 Al, all on earth 18 ſhadow,” all beyond 


8 Tux COMPLAINT. Night 2. 
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Alternately tranſported, and alarm'd! 

What can preſerve my life t᷑ or what deſtroy ? 
An angel's arm can't ſnatch me from the grave; 
Legions of angels can't conſine me there. 

Tis paſt conjecture; all things riſe in proof: 
While o'er my limbs S$/-ep's ſoft dominion ſpread, 
What, tho' my foal phantaſtick meaſures trod : 
O'er fairy fields; or mourn'd along the gloom 
Of pathleſs woods; or down the craggy ſteep 
Hurl'd headlong, ſwam with pain the mauntled pool; 
Or ſcal'd the cliff; or dangd on hollow winds, 

With antick ſhapes, wild natives of the brain ? a 
Her ceaſeleſs flight, though devious, ſpeaks her nature 

Of ſubtler eſſence than the trodden clad ; 

Active, acreal, tow'ring, unconfin'd, 

Unfetter'd with her groſs companicn's fall. 

Ev*n ſilent right proclaims my ſoul zun,̃uurtal e 

Ev'n ſilent night procluims eternal day. 

For human weal, heav'n huſbands all events, 

Dull fleep inſtructs, nor fport vain dreams in vain. 

Why then their loſs deplore, that are not loſt ? 

Why wanders wretched thought their tombs around, 
In infidel diſtreſs? Are anpels there! 
Slumbers, rak'd up in duſt, ethercal fire? 
They live! they greatly live a life on earth 
Unkindled, unconcciv'd; and from an eye 
Of tenderneſs, let heav'nly pity fall 
On me, more juſtly number'd with the dead. 
This is the deſert, this the ſolitude: 
How populous! how vital, is the grave! 


- 


This is creution's melancholy vault, 


The vale funercal, tlie fad cypreſs gloom ; 
The land of apparitions, empty ſhades ! 


= Reſembles ocean into tempeſt wrought, . 
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Is /ubſlance ; the reverſe is Folly's creed : 
How ſolid all, where change ſtall be no more! 
This is the bud of being, the dim dawn, 
The twilight of our day, the veſtibule ; 
Life's theatre as yet is ſhut, and Death, 
Strong Death, alone can heave the mafly bar, 
This groſs impediment of clay remove, 
And makes us, embry9s-of exiſtence, free. 
From real life, but little more remote. 
Is he, not yet a candidate for light, 
The future embryo, flumbering in his ſire. 
Embryos we mult be, till we burſt the ſhell, 
Yon ambient, azure ſhell, and ſpring to life, 
The liſe of gods, O tranſport ! and of man. 


On Lirz, Darn, and IMMORTALITY. 
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Yet man, fool man! here. buries all his thoughts; 


Inters celeitial hopes without one ſigh: 

Priſoner of earth, and pent beneath the moon, 
Here pinions all his wiſhes; wing'd by Heaven 

To fly at infinite; and reach it there, 

Where Seraphs gather immortality, 

On life's fair tree, faſt by the throne of God. 
What golden joys ambroſial cluſt'ring glow 

In His full beam, and ripen for the juſt, 

Where momentary ages are no more! 


Where Time, and Pain, and Chance, and Death expire 


And is it in the flight of threeſcore years, 
Fo puſh eternity from human thought, 
And ſmother ſouls immortal in the duft ? 

A ſoul immortal, ſpending all her fires, 
Waſting her {trength in ſtrenuous idleneſs, 


Thrown into tumult, raptur'd, or alarmdte 


At anglit this ſcene can threaten, or indulges 
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1 8 And quite unparadiſe the realms of light. 58 my BY 
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To waft a feather, or to drown a fly. , 


Where falls the cenſure? it o'erwhelms myfelf. 
How was my heart incruſted by the world ! 


O how {elf-fetier'd was my groveling ſoul ! 
How, like a worm, was I wrapt round and round 
In ſilken thought, which reptile Fancy ſpun, 
Till darken'd Aeaſou lay quite clouded o'er 
With ſoft conceit of endleſs comfort here, 
Nor yet put forth her wings to reach the ſkies ! 
Night-viſions may befriend, (as ſung above) : 
Our waking dreams are fatal: how I dream'd 
Of things impoſſible ! (could fleep do more:?) 
Of joys perpetual in perpetual change! 
Of ſtable-pleaſures on the toſſing wave! 
Eternal ſunſhine in the ſtorms of life! 
How richly were my noon-tide trances hung 
With gotgeous tapeſtries of pictur'd joys ? 
Joy behind joy, in endlefs perſpective ! 
THI at Death's toll, whoſe reſtleſs iron tongue 
Calls daily for his millions at a meal, 
Starting, I woke, and found myſelf undone. 
Where now my frenzy's pompous furniture? 
The cobwed'd cottage, with its ragged wall 
Of mouldering mud, is reya/ty to me! 
The /þider's moſt attenuated thread 
Ts cord, is cable, to man's tender tie 
On earthly bli!s, it breaks at every breeze. 
O ye bleſs'd ſcenes of permanent delight! 
Fall, above meaſure! laſting, beyond bound! 
A perpetuity of bliſs is bliſs, | 
Could you, fo rich in rapture, fear an end; 0 
That ghaſtly thought would drink up all! your 50% % 4x. = 
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On Lire, Darn, and IMMORTALITY, II 


The baleful influence of whoſe giddy dance 
Sheds fad viciſhtude on all beneath. 
Here teems with revolutions every hour ; 
And rarely for the better; or the beſt, 
More mortal than the co-1102 births of fate. 
Each moment has its ſickle, emulous | 
Of Time's enormous ſcythe, whoſe ample ſweep: * 
Strikes empires from the root; each oment plays 
His little weapon in the narrower ſphere 
Of ſweet domeſtick comfort, and cuts down 
The faireſt bloom of ſublunary bliſs. 

Bliſs! ſublunary bliſs !—proud wordly and vain}: 
Implicit treaſon to divine decree! ? 
A bold invaſton of the rights of heaven! 
I claſp'd the phantoms, and i found them air. 
O had I weigh'd it ere my fond embrace !. 
What darts of agony had miſs'd my heart ! 

Death! great proprietor of all ! "tis thine- 
To tread out empire, and to quench. the ſtars. 
The ſun himſelf by thy permiſſion ſhines, 
And, one day, thou ſhalt pluck him from his ſphere. 
Amid ſuch mighty plunder, why exhauſt 
Thy partial quiver on a mark ſo mean ? 
Why thy peculiar rancour wreck'd on ee 
Inſatiate archer ! could not oe ſuffice ? 
Thy ſhaft flew thrice ; and thrice my peace was ſtain; 
And thrice, ere thrice yon moon had fill'd her horn. 
O Cyr:thia hy fo pale! doſt thou lament: - 
Thy wretched neighbour ? grieve to ſee thy wheel. 
Of ceaſeleſs changs outwhirl'd in humay life? 
How wanes my borrow'd bliſs ! From Fernaus 85 þ bail 
PrecafJbus ee not / irtue's W 25 DIES by: ©. 
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2 Tur COMPLAINT. Night x. ® 


How widow'd every. thought of every joy ! 
Thought, buſy thought! too buſy for my peace! 
Through the dark poſtern of Time long elaps'd, 
Led ſoftly, by the ſtillneſs of the night, 

Led, like a murderer, (and ſuch it proves !) 
Strays (wretched rover !) o'er the pleaſing paſt - 
In queſt of wretchednefs perverſely ſtrays ; 

And finds all deſert now , and mects the ghoſts. 
Of my departed joys, a numerous train ! 

I rue the riches of my former fate ; 

Sweet Comfort's blaſted cluſters I lament ; 

I tremble at the bleſſings once ſo dear; 

And every pleaſure pains me to the heart. 

Yet why complain © or why complain for one? 
Hangs out the ſun luis luſtre but for me, 

The ſugle man? are angels all beſide ? 

I mourn for millions: *tis the common lot ; 

In this ſhape, or in that, has fate entail'd 

The mother's throes on all of woman born, 

Not more the children, than ſure heirs of parr. 
War, famine, peſt, volcano, ftorm, and kre, 
Inteſtine broils, Cppreſſicn, with her heart 

Wrapt up in triple braſs, beſiege mankind : 

God's image, difinherited of day, \ 
Here plung'd in mines, forgets a ſun was made; 
There beings deathlefs as their haughty lord, 
Are hammer'd to the galling oar for lie; 

And plough the winter's wave, and reap deſpair : 
Some, for hard maſters, broken under arms, 

In battle lopt away, with half their limbs, 


Beg bitter bread through realms their valour ſav dd, 2 

If fo the tyrant, or his minion, doom: 24:16. 

| 3 d£ 1}! 5 » 33 . 
Maut, and incurable Liſeaſe, (fell pair!) i 
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On hopeleſs multitudes remorſeleſs ſcize - {5 888 * 
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On Life, Darn, and IMMORTALITY, 13 


w 


At once, and make a refuge of the grave: 

How groaning ho/pitals eject their dead! 

What numbers groan for ſad admiſſion there! 

What numbers, once in Fortune's lap high-fed, 

Solicit the cold hand of Charity ! 

To ſhock us more, ſolicit it in vain ! 

Ye ſilken ſons of pleaſure ! ſince in pains 

You rue more modiſh viſits, viſit here, 

And breathe from your debauch : give, and reduce 

Surfeit's dominion o'er you: but fo great 

Your impudence, you Eluſh at what is right! 
Happy! did ſorrow ſeize on /zch alone: 

Not Prudence can defend, or Virtue fave ;. 

Diſeaſe invades the chaſteſt temperance ; _ 

And puniſhment the guiltleſs; and alarm 

Thro' thickeſt ſhades ga ihe fond of peace; 

Man's caution often into danger turns, 

And his guard falling, cruſhies him to deat 

Not Hapbineſs itſelf makes good her name ; 

Our very wiſhes give us not our with ; 

How diſtant oft the thing we dote on moſt, 

From that for which we dote, felicity ? 

The Srootheſt courſe of nature has its pains, 

And trueſi friends, through error, wound our relt ; 

Without misfortune, what calamities ? 

And what hoſtilities, without a fo?! 

Nor are foes wanting to the beit on earth : - 

But endleſs is the liſt of human ills;  --- 

And fighs might ſooner fail, than cauſe. to e. 
A part how ſmall of the terraqueons lobe 

Is tenanted by man ? the reſt a waſte, 
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Rocks, deſerts, frozen ſeas, and burning Gude; $2 
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14 Tuz COMPLAINT. Night, 1. 


More ſad ! this earth is a true map of nan 
So bounded are its haughty lord's de/ights 
To Vo's wide empire; where deep troubles toſs ; 
Loud ſorrows houl ; envenomed paſſions bite; 
Ravenous calamities our vitals ſeize, 
And threat'ning Fate wide-opens to devour. 
What then am I, who ſorrow for 1y/e/f ? 
In age, in infancy, from others aid 
Is all our hope; to teach us to be kind. 
That, nature's Arſt, laſt leſſon to mankind : 
The ſelfiſh heart deſerves the pain it feels; 
8 More generous ſorrow, While it ſinks, exalts, 
And conſcious virtue mitigates the pang. 
Nor Virtue, more than Prudence, bids me give 
n thought a /econd channel; who divide, 
They weaken too, the torrent of their grief : 
Take then, O world! thy much-indebted tear. 
How ſad a ſight is human happineſs 
To thoſe whoſe thuughts can pierce beyond an hour ? 
O thou! whate'er thou art, whoſe heart exults! 
Would'ſt thou 1 ſhould congratulate thy fate ? 
1 know thou would'ſt; thy pride demands it from me. 
Let thy pride pardon, what thy nature necds, 
The falutary cenſure of a friend. 
Thou happy wretch ! by blindneſs art thou bleſs'd ; 
By dotage dandled to perpetual ſmiles. 
Know, ſniler ! at thy peril art thou pleas'd : 
Thy pleaſure is the promiſe of thy pain. 
Mifortune, ke a creditor ſevere, 
But riſes in demand for her delay; 
She makes a ſcourge of paſt proſperity, 
To ſting thee more, and double thy diſtreſs. 
LoxENzo, Fortune makes her court to thee ; © 


k 5 e ig e while the Siren ſings. 
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On Lirx, Darn, and TUMORTALITY. 15 


. Dear is thy welfare; think me not unkind ; 

I would not damp, but to ſecure thy joys :-: . 
Think not that fear is ſacred to the ſtorntis;.; - 
Stand on thy guard againſt the /iniles of fate. 

Is heav'n tremendous in its frown ? moſt ſure; 

And in its favours formidable too : 

Its favours here are trials, not rewards.; 

A call to duty, not diſcharge from care; . 

And ſhould alarm us, full as much as woes; : 

Awake us to their cauſe and conſequence, 

O'er our ſcann'd conduct give a jealous eye, 

And make us tremble, weigh'd with our deſert ;. 

Awe Nature's tumult, and chaſtiſe her joys, | 

Leſt while we claſp, we kill them; nay invert, ; 

To worſe than /imp/e miſery, their charms : 

Revolted joys, like foes in civil war, 

Like boſom-friendſhips to reſentment ſour'd, 

Wich rage envenom'd riſe againſt our peace. 

Beware what earth calls happineſs ; beware 

All joys, but joys that never can expire : 

Who builds on leſs than an iz:mortal baſe, 

Fond as he ſeems, condenins his joys to death, 
Mine dy'd with thee, PITAVPYER]I thy laſt ſigh ' 

Diſſolv'd the charm ; the diſenchanted earth 

Loſt all her luſtre. Where, her glittering #4 

Her golden mountains, where ? all darken” d | 

To naked waſte; a dreary vale of tears: 5” 


The great magician” dead! Thou poor, pale — 
Of outcaſt earth, in darkneſs! what a 


_ (Long labour'd prize!) O how ambition rſh: AY 
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16 Tur COMPLAINT. Night 1. 


Smil'd at thy well-concerted ſcheme, and beckon' d 20 
The worm to: riot on that roſe ſo red, |; 
Vnfaded ere it fell; one moment's prey! 
Man's foreſight is conditionally wile; 
Lorenzo! wiſdom into folly turns 
Oft, the firſt inſtant its idea fair 
To labouring thought is born. How dim our eye! 
The preſent moment terminates our ſight ; 
Clouds, thick as thoſe on doomiday, drown the ext ; 
We penetrate, we propheſy in vain. 
Time is dealt out by particles; and each, 
Ere mingled with the {ſtreaming ſands of life, 
By Fate's inviolable oath is ſworn 
Deep ſilence, © Where eternity begins.“ 
By Nature's law, what may be, may be now; 
There's no prerogative in human hours. 
In human hearts what bolder thought can riſe, | 
Than man's preſumption on to-morrow's dawn ? | 
Where is to-morrow ? In another world. , 
For numbers this is certain ; the reverſe 
Is ſure to none; and yet on this perhaps, 
This peradventure, infamous for lies, 
As on a rock of adamant we buiid 
Our mountain-hopes ; {pin out eternal ſchemes, | 
As we the fatal ſiſters cou'd out- ſpin, — 
And; big with life's futuritics, expire. 
Not even PuILAN DEA had beſpoke his ſhroud ; 
Nor had he cauſe: a warning was deny'd. 
How many fall as ſudden, not as ſafe ? 
As ſudden, though for years admoniſh'd, home? 


Of human ills the laſt extreme beware, * 3 
Beware, Lorenzo! a Howu-ſudden death. 5 . 11 
How dreadful that deliberate ſurprife? 3 8 5 Ws: 
* wiſe * tis madneſs to defer ; 2 Ee: 
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On Lirr, DraTH, and TUMORTALITY, 


Next day the fatal precedent will plead ; 
Thus on, till wiſdom is puſh'd out of life: 
Procraſtination is the thief of time, 

Year after year it ſteals, till all are fled, 

And to the mercies of a moment leaves 

The vaſt concerns of an eternal ſcene. 

If not ſo frequent, would not this be ſtrange? 
That *tis ſo frequent, this is ſtranger till. 

Of man's miraculous miſtakes, this bears 
The palm, © That all men are about to live,“ 
For ever on the brink of being born. | 
All pay themſelves the compliment to think 
They, one day, ſhall not drivel ; and their pride 
On this reverſion takes up ready praiſe ; 


At leaſt, their own ; their future ſelves applauds y - 


How excellent that life they 2e er will lead? 
Time lodg'd in their cwx: hands is Fo/ly's vales; 
That lodg'd in Fate's, to wiſdom they conſign ; 
The thing they can't but purpoſe, they poſtpone ; 
*Tis not in Fo//y, not to ſcorn a fool; 

And ſcarce in human wi/7o,z to do more. 

All promiſe is poor dilatory man, 

And that thro' every ſtage: when young, indeed, 
In full content, we ſometimes nobly reſt, 
Unanxious for o»r/e/ves; and only wiſh, 

As duteous ſons, our fathers were more wiſe x 

At thirty man ſiſpects himſelf a fool; 
Nuss it at Forty, and reforms his plan; 
At h chides his infamous delay, 

> Puſhes his prudent purpoſe to re/d/ve ; 


In all the magnanimity of thought e 
33 48 Reſolves ; and re- reſolves: then dies the ſame. 
Ig nd why ? Becauſe he thinks himſelf ems 
Va? | FY men think all men mortal, but themſelves; :.- 
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Strikes thro' their woundet hearts the ſudden dread ; 
But their hearts wounded,” like the wounded air, 
Soon. cloſe ; where paſt theſhaft, no trace is found : 
As from the wikg no ſcaythe ſky retains; 

"Y The parted wave no furrow from the keel ; 

| So dies in human hearts. the thought of death: 

i Even with the tender tear which Nature ſheds 

| _ _,. Ofer thoſe we love, we drop it in their grave. 

1 Can I forget PRIIANDEXK ? That were ſtrange ; 

1 O my full heart !--but ſhould I give it vent, 

The longeſt night, though longer far, would fail, 
And the /ark liſten to my midnight-ſong. 
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Crieſ's ſharpeſt thorn hard- preſſing on my breaſt, 
I ſtrive, with wakeful melody, to cheer 
The ſullen gloom, ſweet Fhilomel! like thee, 
And call the ſtars to liſten : every ſtar 
Is deaf to mine, enamour'd of thy lay. 
Yet be not yain; there are who thine excel, 
And charm through diſtant ages: wrapt in ſhade, 
Priſoner of darknefs ! to the ſilent Ye, 
How often I repcat their rage divine, 
To lull my griefs, and ſteal my heart from wo ? 
I roll their raptures, but not catch their flame. 
Dark, though not blind, like thee, Mconides ! 
Or Milton! thee; ah could I reach your ſtrain! 
Or his, who made Mz0onides our own. 
Man too he ſung: immortal man I ing ; | 
Ort burſts my ſong : beyond the bounds of life; 
What, now, but immortality can pleaſe ? 
O had he preſs'd his theme, purſu'd tlie track, 


J® 


Which opens out of darkneſs into day! 
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The ſprightly /ari's ſhrill matin wakes the morn; 


O had he mounted on his wing of fire, rp 3 
Soar'd, where I ſink, and ſung; immortal mant 5 N 
NY How had it vi Sroanthed, and 8 87 we? a, 
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NIGHT Tut SECOND. 

e 

TIME, DEATH, FRIENDSHI p. 
Humbly [aſcribed 

To the R1icaT HoNOURABLE | | 85 | 1 


The Earl of WILMINGTON... 


"I W Hen "_ ny crew, he wept,” —ſmote by 
rat eye TEIN 
Which looks on me, on all: that pow'r, who bids 
This midnight-centinel with clarion ſhrill, 

Emblem of that which fliall awake the dead, 

Rouſe ſouls from ſlumber, into thoughts of heav'n. 
Shall I too weep ? where then is foriitude ? 
And fortitude abandon'd, where is man? 

I know the terms on which he ſees the light : 
He that is born, is lifted:; life is war; 

Eternal war with wo : who bears it belt, 
Deſerves it leaſt. On other themes III Sell: 
LoxtEnzo! let me turn % thouglits on thee, - 
And thine, on themes may proiit ; profit there, 
Where moſt thy need; themes, too, the genuine growth 
Of dear PILANDER's duſt, He, bus, the* dead, 
May ſtill befriend. — What themes? Time's wondrous,” 
Death, Friend ſbip, and PyILanDER's finalſcene : [prices 
Themes meet for man! .and meet at ev'ry hour, 8 2 


But moſt at this, at midnight, ever cla 
In Death's own fables : ; flent as his ee 22 
And prone to Weep ; profuſe of dewy tea 
| ©: er ö in her temporary tomb. 518 | 


* 
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® On my Neat oute | and from grief, 

Call glory. —Dgſti on mourn PHrilanDER's fate? 

5 I kno:v* thou fay Fir: fays thy life the ſame ? 
— He mournz ate dead, who lives as they deſire. F 
Where that thrift, that avarice of TlMxE, ! 

] 


*7(0 Florivus avarice !) thought of death inſpires, 


25 As rumour'd robberies endear our gold ? | ; 
- O Time? ! than gold more ſacred ; more a load BY 
Than lead to fools ; and fools reputed wiſe. 
What moment granted man without account ? 
What years are ſquander'd, wiſdom's debt unpaid ? ] 
Oar wealth in days all due to that diſcharge. 


Haſte, haſte, he lies in wait, he's at the — 
Inſidious Death ſhould his ſtrong hand arreſt, N 
No compoſition ſets the priſoner free: 
Eternity's inexorable chain 
Faſt binds ; and vengeance claims the fan arrear. 
How late I ſhudder” d on the brink ? how late 
Life call'd for her laſt refuge in deſpair ? 
That time is mine, O ME ad ! to thee I owe; 
Fain weuld I pay thee with eterrity : | 
But ill my genius anſwers my deſire, | 
My fickly ſong is mortal, paſt thy cure. : 
Accept the will; it dies not with my ftrain. | 
For what calls % diſeaſe, LoRENZ O!? not | 
For Eſcalapian, but for moral aid. | | 
Thon think'ſt it folly to be wife too ſoon. 
Youth is not rich in time; it may be, poor: 
Part with it as with money, ſparing; pay ==, 
No moment, but in purchaſe of its worth nnn: 
n er its worth, aſk deathbeds, they can rel. e 


On Tiwe, DeaTy, FRIENDSHIP. 27 
Part with it as with life, reluctant; big 
With holy hope of nobler time to come: 
Time higher-aim'd, {til nearer the great mark 
Of men and angels; virtue more divine. 

Is this our duty, wiſdom, glory, gain ? 
(Theſe heaven benign in vital union binds,) 
And ſport we like the natives of the bough, 
When vernal ſuns inſpire! Amuſement reigns 
Man's great demand: to trifle is to live: 
And is it then a trifle, too, to die : 
Thou ſay'ſt I preach; Lorenzo ! 'tis confeſs d. 
What if, for once, I preach thee quite awake ? 
Who wants amuſement in the flame of battle ? 
Is it not treaſon, to the ſoul iz-mort al, 
Her foes in arms, eternity the prize! 
Will toys amuſe, when med' cines cannot cure? 
When ſpirits ebb, when life's inchanting ſcenes 
Their luſtre loſe, and leſſen in our ſight, 
(As lands, and cities with their glitt'ring ſpires, 
To the poor ſhatter'd bark, by ſudden ſtorm 
Thrown off to ſea, and ſoon. to periſh there,) 8 
Will toys amufe ?—No-: thrones will then be toy, 
And earth and ſkies ſeem duſt upon the ſcale, © -: 
Redeem we time?— its 4% we dearly buy. a 
What pleads LoxENZzo for his high-priz'd ſports? 
He pleads Time's numerous Sau; he loudly pleads 
The ſtraw-like #rifles on life's common ſtream. 
From. whom thoſe blanks and triffes, but from. thee. # : 
No 6/ank, or tr Ie, Nature made, or meant. 
Virtue, or prpos'd virtue, {till be thine: 
T his cancels thy complaint at. once; this leaves 
n dt no trifle, and no h laut in time: 
5558 r et ipmortglizes all; ie 
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2m Tux COMPLAINT. Night 2. 


This, the bleſs dart of turning all to gold 
This, the good heart's prerogative to raiſe H 
A royal tribute from the pooreſt hours: 
Immenſe revenue ! every moment pays. 
If nothing more than purpoſ in thy power, 
Thy purpoſe firm, is equal to the deed : 
Who does the beſt his circumſtance allows, 
Does well, acts nobly; angels could no more. 
\ Our outward act, indeed, admits:reſtraint; 
Tis not in things o'er- thought to domineer: heaven. 
Guard well thy thoughts; our thoughts are heard in 
On all-important Time, through every age, 
Though much, and warm, the wiſe have urg'd; the man 
Is yet unborn, who duly weighs en hour. 
« I've loſt a day, the prince who-nobly cry'd, 
Had been an emperor Without his crown; 
Of Roe ſay, rather, lord of human race; 
He ſpoke, as if deputed by mankind. | 
So tuould all ſpeak : ſo Reaſn ſpeaks in all. 
From the'ſoft whiſpers of that god in man, 
Why fly to folly, why to frenzy fly, 
For reſcue from the % ug we'pefteſs'? 
; Time, the ſupreme Time is eternity; 
Pregnant with all eternity can give; 
Pregnant with all that makes archangels ſmile: 
Who murders Time, he cruſhes in tlie birth | 
A pow'r ethereal, only ot ador'd. 
Ah! how unjuſt to Nature, and himſelf, 
Is thoughileſs, thankleſs, inconſiſtent man ? 
Like children babbli:g nonſenſe in their ſports, 
We cenfure Nature for a {pan too ſhort ; 
That ſpan too ſhort, we tax as tedious too, "fees 
Torture invention, all expedients tir, 
Jo laſh the * by oy ME into ſpeed, 
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On Time, Drsru, FRIENDSHIP: 27 


And whirl 'us-(happy riddanee'!) from ourſelves. * 
Art, brainleſs Art! our furious charioteer 


. (For Nature's voice unſtifled would recal) - 


Drives hieadlong towards the precipice of 8 7% 70 
Death, moſt our dread; death thut more * mods. 
O what a riddle of abfurdity ! 
Leiſure is pain; takes off our e ; 
How. heavily we drag the load of life! 
Bleſs'd leiſure is our curſe; like that of Cain, 
It makes us wander; wander earth around 
To fly that tyrant, Thought. As Atlas groan'd. 
The world beneath, we groan beneath an hour. 
We ery for mercy to the next amuſement; 
The next amuſement mortgages our fields; 
Slight inconvenience ! priſons hardly frown, 
From hateful Time, if priſons ſet-us free. 
Yet when Death kindly tenders us relief, 
We-call-him cruel; years-to. moments ſhrink, 
Ages to Nun. The teleſcope is turn'd. 
To man's falſe optichs (from his folly falſe) 
Time, iu advance, behind him hides, hig wings, 
And ſeems to creep, deerepit with his age : 
Behold him, when paſs'd by; what then is ſeen 
But his broad pinions ſwifter than the winds ? 
And all mankind, in contradiction ſtrong, 
Nueful, aghaſt! cry out at bis career. 
Leave to thy foes theſe errors, and theſe ills; 
To nature juſt, their care and cure explore. 
Not ſhort heaven's bounty, boundleſs our expenſes; ; 
No niggard, nature; men. are prodigals. 


As bold :2/phonſus threaten'd in his pride, : Wot 


We throw away our ſuns, as made for ſports. Noa 


And not to light us, on gur way to ſeenes.: .: 0 bt A 
\ WW. Whoſe ae a hon ſuade. 
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24 TAN COMPLAINT, Night 2. 


We waſle, not ue our time: we breathe, not live. ' 
Time waſted is exiſtence, /d is life: 
And bare exiſtence man, to live ordain'd, 
Wrings, and oppreſſes with enormous weight. 
And why! ſince Time was given for uſe, not waſte, 
Injoin'd to fly; with tempeſt, tide, and ſtars, 
To keep his ſpeed, nor ever wait for man; 
Time's uſe was doom'd a pleaſure; waſte, a pain; 
That man might fee/ his error, if unſeen ; 
And, feeling, fly to labour for his cure : 
Not, blundering, ſplit on idleneſs, for eaſe. 
Life's cares are comforts; ſuch by heaven deſigu'd ;: 
He that has none, muſt make them, or be wretched. 
Cares are employments; and without employ . 
'The ſoul is on a rack ; the rack of reſt; 
To ſouls moſt adverſe; action all their joy. 
Here, then, the riddle, mark'd above, unfolds ;. 
Then Time turns torment, when man turns a fool.. 
We rave, we wreſtle with great Nature's plan; 
We thwart the Deity ; and 'tis Cecreed, 
Who thwart his will, ſhall contradict their own. 
Hence our unnatural quarrel with ourſelves ; 
Our thoughts at enmity ; our boſom- broil ; 
We puth time from us, and we wiſh him back, 
Laviſh of luſtrums, and yet fond of life; 
Life we think long, and ſhort ; death ſeek, and ſhun;; 
Body and ſoul, like peeviſh man and wife, 
United, jar, and yet are loath to part. | 
On the dark days of vanity !' while here, 55 
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How taſteleſs? and how terrible, when gone? 44 3 

Gone? they ne' er go; 5 when paſt, they haunt us ally þ 

The fpiritf'walks'of ev'ry day deceas'd, 3 
And ſmiles an ungel; or a fury frowns. | lt . 
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Nor death, ner life delights us. i une poſh; 22 . 


On Time, Darn, FRIENDSHTP. 2x 


And time po{/z/5*d, both pain us, what can pleaſe? 
That which the Deity to pleaſe ordain'd, 
Time 2. The man who conſecrates his hours 
By vig'rous effort, and an honeſt aim, 
At once he draws the {ting of life and death: 
He walks with Nature; and her paths are peade. 
Our error's cauſe and cure are ſeen : fee next 
Time's nature, origin, importance, ſpeed ; 
And thy great gain from urging his career. 
All-ſenſual man, becauſe untouch'd, unſeen, 
He looks on Time, as nothing. Nothing elſe 
Is truly man's; tis fortune's. — Time's a god. 
Thou halt ne'er heard of Time's omnipotence ; 
For, or againſt, what wonders can he do? 
And vi to ſtand blank neuter he diſdains. 
Not on thoſe terms was Time (heaven's ſtranger !) ſent 
On his important embaſſy to man. 
Lorenzo! no: on the long deſtin'd hour, 
From everlaſting ages growing ripe, * 
That memorable hour of wondrous birth, 
When the dread ſire, on emanation bent, 
And big with Nature, riſing in his might 
Call'd forth creation, (for then Tue was born), 
By Godhead ſtreaming through a thouſand worlds, 
Not on thoſe terms, from the great days of heaven, 
From old Eternity's myſterious orb, | 
Was Time cut off, and caſt beneath the ſkies ; 
The ſkies, which watch him in his new abode, 
. Meaſuring his motions by revolving re 


4 


- 3 That horologe machinery divine. 
; Hours, days, and months, and years, his dilldren, 

* Like numerous wings, around him, as he flies: i 
£7: Or, rather, as unequal plumes, they ſhape a 1 4 
Y * Pinjons ſwift as darted ene 1 2 92 


26. Tax: COM PLAINT. Night 2. | 


To gain his goal, to reach his ancient reſt, 
And join a new Eternity his ſire ; 
In his immutability to neſt, 
When worlds, that count his circles nom, unhing'd, 
(Fate the loud ſignal ſounding) headlong ruſh 
To timelæſi night, and chaos, whence they roſe. 
Why {pur the ſpeedy ? why with levities 
New-wing thy ſhort, ſhort day's too rapid flight! 
_Know'ſt thou, or what thou doſt, or what is done? 
Man flies from Time, and Tine from man: too ſoon 
In ſad divorce, this double flight mult end; 
And then, where are we? where, LoREN:zO! then, 
Thy ſports ? thy pomps I grant thee, in a {tate 
Not unambitious; in the ed ſhroud, 
Thy Parian tomb's triumphant arch beneath. 
Has Death his fopperies ? then well may Lie 
Put on her plume, and in her rainbow ſhine. 
Ye well array'd ! ye lilies of our land! 
Ye lilies -27/- / who neither toil, nor ſpin, 
(As fiſter lilies 2), if not ſo wile 
As Solomon, more ſumptuous to the fight ! 
Ye delicate! wio 1 can e 
Yourſelves moſt inſapportable! for whom 
The winter-roſe muſt blow, the fun put ow 
A brighter beam in Leo; ſilky- ſoft 
Favorius breathe ſtill ſofter, or be chid ; 
And other worlds fend odours, ſance, and. ſong, 
And robes, and notions, fram'd in foreign looms * 
O ye Loxxgxzos of our age! who deem 
One moment unamus'd, a miſery — 
Nat made for feeble man! who- call aloud 3744 
For every bauble, drivel'd o'er. by ſenſe; 4 
For rattles, and conceits of every caſt, 
For change ef ſollies, and rclays of joy, 
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On Tir, Drarn, FaiexDsniy. 27 


To drag you patient, through the tedious length 

Of a ſhort winter's day; — ſay, ſages! fay, 

Wit's oracles ! ſay, dreamers of gay dreams! 

How will you weather an eternal night, 

Where ſuch expedients fail ? where wit's a fool, | 

Mirth mourns ; dreems vaniſh ; laughter drops a tear ? 

O treach'rous Conſcience ! while ſhe ſeems to ſleep 

On roſe and myrtle, lull'd with firen ſong; 

While ſhe ſeems nodding o'er her charge, to drop 

On headlong Appetite the flacken'd rein, 

And give us up to Licence, unrecall'd, 

Unmark'd ;— ſee, from behind her ſecret ſtand, 
The ſly informer minutes every fault, 

And her dread diary with horror fills: 

Not the groſs act alone employs her pen; 

She reconnoitres Fancy's airy band, 

A watchful foe! The formidable ſpy, 

Liſt'ning, o'erhears the whiſpers of our camp; 

Our dawning purpoſes of heart explores, 

And ſteals our embryos of iniquity. 


As all-rapacious uſurers conceal 

Their doomſday-book, from all-conſuming heirs ; 
Thus, with indulgence moſt ſevere, ſhe treats 

Us, ſpendthrifts of ineſtimable Tine; 

Unnored, notes each moment miſapply'd ; 

In leaves more durable than leaves of braſs, 

Writes our whole hiſtory ; which Death ſhall read 
In every pale delinquent's private ear; 

And Judgment publiſh: publiih to more worlds - 
Than this; and endleſs age in groans W r 


3 , LoxENnzZo, ſuch that /eeper in thy breaſt? z 2 
F 11 Such is her ſuumber; and her vengeance iel a 


1 Tor lighted counſel; uch thy future page!: 
ed think thou {till thou canſt be wiſe ge, 
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But why on Time ſo laviſh is my ſong 
On this great theme kind Nature keeps a ſchool, 
To teach her ſons herſelf. Each night we die, 
Each morn are born anew ; each day, a life! 

And ſhall we kill each day? If ?rifiing kills; 

Sure vice muſt butcher. - O what heaps of ſlain, 
Cry out for vengeance on us! Time deſtroy d 

Is ſuicide, where more than blood is ſpilt. 

Time flies, death urges, knells call, heaven invites, 
Hell threatens; all exerts; in effort, all; 

More than creation labours ! Labours more 2 

And is there in creation, what, amidſt 

This tumult univerſal, wing'd diſpatch, 

And ardent encrgy, ſupinely yawus ?— 

Man ſleeps ; and ui alone; aud nan, whoſe fate, 
Fate irreverſible, entire, extreme, 

Endleſs, bair-hung, breeze-ſhaken, o'er the gulf 
A moment trembles; drops! and νan, for whom 
All elſe is in alarm; wan, the ſole cauſe 

Of this ſurrounding ſtorm ! and yet he ſleeps, 

As the ſtorm rock'd to reſt. —Throw years away! 
'Throw empires, and be blameleſs. Moments ſeize : 
Heaven's on their wing: a moment we may with, 
When worlds want wealth to buy. Bid day ſtand ſtill, 
Bid him drive back his car, recall, retake 
Fate's haſty prey ; implore him, reimport 
The period paſt, regive the given hour. 
LoRENzZo, mon than miracles we want 
LoRENZO—DQ for yeſterdays to come 

Such is the language of the man awake : 
His ardour fuch, for what oppreſſes thee. 
And is his ardour vain? LoREN -O] no: 
That more than miracle the gods indulge : 
To-iay is yeſterday return'd ; xeturn'd 
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On Time, Dxarg, FRIENDSHIP. 


Full-power'd to cancel, expiate, faiſe, adorn, 

And reinſtate us on the rock of peace. 

Let it not ſhare its predeceſſor's fate; 

Nor, like its elder ſiſters, die a fool. 

Shall it evaporate in fume ? fly off 

Fuliginous, and ſtain us deeper ſtill? 

Shall we be poorer for the plenty pour'd? 

More wretched for the clemencies of heav'n ? 
Where ſhall I find im? angels! tell me where: 

You know him ; he is near you : point him out. 


Shall I ſee glories beaming from his brow ? 


Or trace his footſteps by the riſing flow'rs ? 
Your golden wings, :zow hov'ring o'er him, ſhed 
Frama; now are waving in W 

To that bleſs'd ſon of foreſight! lord of fate! 
That awful independent on to-morrow ! 
Whole work is done; who trimnphs in the paſt > 
Whoſe yeſterdays look backwards with a finile ; 
Nor, like the Parthian, wound him as they fly; 
That common, but opprobrious lot! Paſt hours, 
If not by guilt, yet wound us by their flight, 
If folly bounds our proſpect by the grave; 
All feeling of futurity benumb'd; 
All godlike paſſion for eternals quench'd ; 
All reliſh of realities expir'd; 
Renounc'd all correſpondence with the ſkies ; 
Our freedom chain'd ; quite wingleſs our deſire 
In ſenſe dark-prifon'd all that ought to ſoar, 
Prone to the centre, crawling in the duſt; 
Diſmounted every great and glorious aim; 


Embruted every faculty divine; 
' Heart-buried in the rubbiſh of the world. 
The world, that gulf of ſouls, immortal wan 
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Souls elevate; angelick, wing'd with fire 
To reach the diſtant ſkies, and triumph there 
On thrones, which ſhall not mourn their maſters chan g'd, 


Tur COMPLAINT. Night. 2. 


Though we from earth ; ethereal, they that fell. 5 
Such veneration due, O man, to man. 1. 
Who venerate themſelves, the world deſpiſe. W 
For what, gay friend! is this e/eutcheon'd world, 
Which hangs out DRATRH in one eternal night ? N. 
A night, that glooms us in the noontide ray, 81 
And wraps our thought, at banquets, in the ſhroud. Li 
Life's little ſtage is a ſmall eminence, 4 
Inch-high the grave above; that home of man, Jo 
Where dwells the multitude: we gaze around; A: 
We read their monuments ; we ſigh; and while 81 
We ſigh, we ſink; and are what we deplor'd; * 
Lamenting, or lamented, all our lot! A; 
Is death at diſtance? No: he has been on thee; 4; 
And given ſure earneſt of his final blow. * 
Thoſe hours, which lately ſmil'd, where are they now? 0 
Pallid to thought, and ghaſtly! drown'd, all drown'd G} 
In that great deep, which nothing, diſembogues ; * 
And, dying, they bequeath'd thee ſmall renown. Fi 
The reſt are on tlie wing: ho fleet their flight! Sl 
Already has the fatal train took fire; P. 
A moment, and the world's blown up fe thee ; 0 
The ſun is darkneſs, and the ſtars are duſt. E 
Time paſſes like a poſt: we nothing ſend L 
But poofgBe/tcrophon's expreſs; our doom. CL 
Tis greatly wiſe to talk with our paſt hours; | 2 
And atk them, what report they bore to hea v“ enn ; 60 
Add how they might have borne more welcome news. 4 
Their anſwers form what men Experience call; ñ 
If Hz/dam's friend, her beſt ; if not, worſt foe. - 1 
O reconcile them ; kind Experience cries, 3 


* 


6 There s nothing here, but what as nothing weights 


On Time, DeaTn, FriexnDSHTP. 


ce The more our joy, the more we know it vain; 
& And by ſucceſs are tutor'd to deſpair.” 


Nor i it only thus, but uſt be ſo. 

Who knows not this, though grey, is {till a child. 

Looſe then from earth the graſp of fond defire, 

Weigh anchor, and ſome happier clime explore. 

Art thou ſo moor'd thou canſt not diſengage, 

Nor give thy thoughts a ply to future ſcenes ? 

Since, by Life's paſſing breath, blown up from earth, 

Light, as the ſummer's duſt, we take in air 

A moment's giddy flight, and fall again; 

Join the dull maſs, increaſe the trodden ſoil, 

And ſleep till earth herſelf ſhall be no more; 

Since then (as emmets their ſmall world o erthrown} 

We, ſore amaz'd, from out earth's ruins crawl, 

And riſe to fate extreme, of foul or fair, 

As man's own choice, (controller of the ſkies!) 

As man's deſpotick will, perhaps oe hour 

(O how omnipotent is Time!) decrees ; 

Should not each warring give a ſtrong alarm? 

Warning, far leſs than that of boſom torn 

From boſom, bleeding o'er the ſacred dead ? 

Should not each di“ ſtrike us as we pals, 

Portentous, as the ritten wall, which {truck, 

O'er midnight-bowls, the proud A4{/;rian pale, 

Ere- while high-fluſh'd with inſolence and wine? 

Like that, the dial ſpeaks; and points to thee, 
LoRkExNZzO! loath to break the banquet up: 
.,:< O Man, thy kingdom is departing from thee; 
7 7 « And, while it laſts, is emptier than my 
s ſilent language ſuch: nor need'ſt thiou c 
5 * Magi, to decypher what it means. 
a W uon, like the Median, fate is in thy W 
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Doſt aſk, how uhence? Bel/hazzar-like, amaz d? 
Man's make ineloſes the ſure ſeeds of death; 
Life feeds the murderer: ingrate! he thrives 

Ou her own meal; and then his nurſe devours. 

But here, LoREnzo, the deluſion lies: 

That har ſhadou, as it meaſures life, 

It life reſembles too: life ſpeeds away 

From point to point, though ſeeming to ſtand {ill : 
The cunning fugitive is ſwift by ſtealth; 

Too ſubtile is the movement to be ſeen, 

Jet ſoon mau's hour is up, and we are gone. 
Warnings point out our danger; guomous, time: 
As theſe are uſeleſs when the ſun is ſet A 
So tho/e, but when more glorious Reaſon ſhines, 37 St 
Reaſon ſhould judge in all; in Reaſon's eye, 
That ſedentary ſhadow travels hard: 

Bat ſuch our gravitation to the wrong, 

So prone our hearts to whiſper what we with, 

*Tis later with the wile than he's aware; 

A Wiimniugtn goes flower than the ſun; 

And all mankind miſtake their time of day ; 2 
Even age itſelf : freſh hopes are hourly ſown F 
In furrow'd brows. So gentle life's deſcent, | 
We ſhat our eyes, and think it is a plain: 

We take fair days in winter, for the ſpring ; 

And turn our bleſſings into bane. Since oft 

Man muſt corzprte that age he cannot fee/; 
He ſcarce believes he's older for his years. 

Thus, at life's lateſt eve, we keep in ſtore 

One diſappointment ſure, to crown the reſt ; Ja 
The diſappointment of a promis'd hour. 
On this, or ſimilar, PHILANDER! thou EN 
Whoſe mind was moral, as the preacher's tongue 
And ſtrong, to wield all ſcience, worth the name; 


enero 


RR... 


—— 
8 


* 
1 


eee 


4 . 7 
r += (7 © 
3 3 
= "" 


- 


* * 
N © > 1 F 
GN 


On Tims, DeaTH, FRIENDSHIP, 33 


How often we talk'd down the ſummer's ſun, 
And cool'd our paſſions by the breezy ſtream ' 
How often thaw'd, and ſhorten'd winter's eve, 
By conflict kind, that ſtruck out latent truth; 
Beſt found, ſo ſought; to the recluſe more coy! 
Thoughts diſentangle paſſing o'er the lip; 
Clean runs the thread; if not, 'tis thrown away; 
Or kept to tie up nonſenſe for a ſong ; 
Song, faſhionably fruitleſs! ſuch as {tains 
The farcy, and unhallow'd paſſion hres ; 
Chiming her ſaints to Cytherea's fane. 

Know'ſt thou, LoxENnzo ! what a friend contains! 
As bees mix'd near draw from fragrant flow'rs, 
So men from FRIENDSHIP, wi/dom and delight ; 
Twins ty'd by nature, if they part, they die. 
Haſt thou no friend to ſet thy mind abroach ? 
Cgod ſenſe will ſtagnate: thoughts ſhut up, want air, 
And ſpoil, like bales unopen'd to the ſun. 
Had thought been all, ſweet ſpeech had been deny'd: 
Speech, thought's canal! ſpeech, thought'scriterion too. 
Thought in the mine, may come forth gold or droſs; 
When coin'd in word, we know its rea/ worth. 
If Sterling, ſtore it for thy future uſe; 
*T will buy thee benefit ; perhaps, renown. 
Thought too, deliver'd, is the more poſſeſs'd; 
Teaching, we learn; and, giving, we retain 
The births of intelle& : when dumb, forgot. 
Speech ventilates our intellectual fire; 
Speech burniſhes our mental magazine; 


4 Brightens for ornament, and whets for uſe. 
What numbers ſheath'd in eruditian lie, 

* Plung'd to the hilts in venerable tomes, 
And ruſted in; who might have borne an edge. 3 
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34 Tar COMPLAINT. 
And play'd a ſprightly beam, if born to ſpeech; 


If born bleſs'd heirs of half their mother's tongue ? 
Tis thought's exchange, which, like th' alternate puſh 


Of waves conflicting, breaks the learned ſcum, 

And defecates the ſtudent's ſtanding pool. 

In consteimplation is his proud reſource ? 

is poor, as proud, by converſe unſuſtain'd; 

Rude thought runs wild in contemplation's field; 

Converſe, the menage, breaks it to the bit 

Of due reſtraint ; and emlation's ſpur 

Gives gracetul energy, by rivals aw'd. 

"Tis converſe qualifies for ſolitude; 

As cxerciſe, for ſalutary reſt. 

By that untutor'd, Contemplation raves 

A lunar prince, or famiſh'd beggar dies; 

And Nature's fool by Vi/dom's is outdone. 
Wiſdom, though richer than Peruviam mines, 

And ſweeter than the ſweet ambroſial hive, 

What is ſhe, but the means of happireſ3 2 

That onobtain'd, than folly more.a fool; 

A meiancholy fool, without her bells: 

Friendlihh y the means, and friendſhip richly gives 

The precious end, which makes our wiſdom wilt, 

Nature, in zeal fer human amity, 

Denies, or damps an zzdivided joy. 

Joy is an import; joy is an exchange; 

Joy flies monopoliſts: it calls for two + 

Rich fruit heav'n-planted! never pluck'd by ore. 

Needful auxiliars are our friends, to give 

To V man true reliſh of himſelf. 

Full on ourſelves deſcending, 1 in a line 

Pleaſure's bright beam, is feeble in delight: * 

Delizht Wiehl is taken by rebound; 

Rey erverated pleaſures fire the breaſt, 
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Night 2. 
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On Lire, DeaTn, and IMMoRTALITY. 


Celeſtial Happineſs, whene'er ſhe ſtoops 
To viſit earth, one ſhrine the goddeſs finds, 
And one alone, to make her ſweet amends 
For abſent heav'n,—the boſom of a friend; 
Where heart meets heart, reciprocally ſoft, 
Eaci other's pillow to repoſe divine. 
Beware the counterfeit : in Paſior's flame 
Heart's melt; but melt like ice, ſoon harder frozes 
True love ſtrikes root in Reaſon; Paſſion's foe : 
Virtue alone entenders us for life : 
I wrong her much—entenders us for ever. 
Of Friend/hip's faireſt fruits, the fruit moſt fair 
Is Virtue kindling at a rival fire, 
And, emulouſly, rapid in her race. 
O the ſoft enmity ! endearing ſtrife! 
This carries Friendſhip to her noontide point, 
And gives the rivet of eternity. 


From Friendſhip, which outlives my former themes, 


Glorious ſurvivor of old Time, and Death! 
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From friendſhip, thus, that flow'r of heavenly ſeed, 


The wile extract earth's moſt Hyb/earn bliſs, 
Superior wiſdom, crown'd with ſmiling joy 
For joy, from friendſhip born, abounds in ſmiles. 
O ſtore it in the ſoul's moſt golden cell! 

But for whom bloſſoms this E/y ſtan flower! 
Abroad they find, who cheriſh it at home; 
Loxenzo! pardon what my love extorts, 

An honeſt love, and not afraid to frown. 
Though choice of follies faſten on the great, 
one: clings more obſtinate, than fancy fond 
= That ſacred friendſhip is their eaſy prey; 

2 Caught by the wafture of a golden lure; 
12 Or faſcination of a high-born ſmile 
nF 88 ae the great and the coguet throw * 
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36 Tur COMPLAINT. Night 2 


For others hearts, tenacious of their own; 
And we no leſs of ours, when /#ch the bait, 
Ye fortune's cofferers! ye powers of wealth! 
You do your re:t-r0//s moſt felonious wrong, 
By taking our attachment to yourſelves. 

Can gold gain friendſhip? impudence of hope! 

As well mere man an angel might beget. 

Love, and love only, is the loan for love. 

LoRENZo ! pride repreſs ; nor hope to find 

A friend, but what has found a friend in thee. 

All like the purchaſe, few the price will pay : 

And this makes friends ſuch miracles below. 
What if (ſince daring on ſo nice a theme) 

I ſhew the friendſhip delicate, as dear, 

Of tender violations apt to die: 

Reſerve will wound it; and % rut, deſtroy, 

Deliberate on all things with thy friend: 

But ſince friends grow not thick on ev'ry bough, 

Nor ev'ry friend unrotten at the core; 

Firſt, on ty friend, delib'rate with thyſelf : 

Pauſe, ponder, ſift; not eager in the choice, 

Nor jealous of the choſen: fixing, fix ; 

Judge before friendſhip ; then confide till death. 

Well, for thy friend ; but nobler far for thee; 

How gallant danger for earth's higheſt prize 

A friend is worth all hazard we can run. 

« Poor is the friendleſs maſter of a world: 

4% A world in purchaſe for a friend is gain.” 
So ſung he (angels hear that angels ſing! 
Angels from friendihip gather half their joy); 
So ſung PHILAN DER, as his friend went round 
In the rich ichor, in the gen rous blood 
Of Bacchus, purple god of joyous Wit, 


A brow ſolate, and ever-laughing eye. 


_ On Time, DeaTn, FxiExpskir. 37 


He drank long health and virtue to his friend; 

His friend, who, warm'd him more, who more inſpir'd. 
Friend/hip's the wine of life; but friendſhip rew. 
(Not ſuch was his) is neither ſtrong nor pure. 

O ! for the bright complexion, cordial warmth, 
And elevating ſpirit, of a friend, 

For twenty ſummers ripening by my fide; 

All feculence of falſehood long thrown down; 
All ſocial virtues riſing in his ſoul ; 

As cryſtal clear ; and {miling, as they riſe: 
Here netar flows; it ſparkles 1 in our fight ; 

Rich to the taſte, and genuine from the heart. 
High- flavour'd bliſs for gods! on earth how rare! 
On earth how Y, - PuTLAN DER is no more. 

Think'ſt thou the theme intoxicates my ſong ? 
Am I too warm: Too warm I cannot be. 
I lov'd him much; but now I love him more. 
Like birds, whoſe beautics languiſh, half conceal'd, 
Till mounted on the wing, their glofly plumes 
Expanded ſhine with azure, green, and gold: 
How bleſſings brighten as they take their flight ! 
His flight PhurtaxDeR took; his upward flight, 
If ever ſoul aſcended. Had he dropt, 
(That eagle genius!) O had he let fall 
One feather as he flew; I, then, had wrote 
What friends might flatter ; prudent foes forbear ; 
' Rivals ſcarce damn; and Zoilus reprieve. 
Yet what I can, I muſt: it were profane 
To quench a glory lighted at the ſkies, 
25 Mana caſt in ſhadows his illuſtrious cloſe. 
94 es the theme moſt affecting, moſt ſublime, 
11 Piomentous moſt to man, ſhou'd fleep unſung! | 
ad yet it fleeps, by genius unawaled} 008 
P Painin or Chriſtian; to the bluſh of With. 
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Man's higheſt triumph! man's profoundeſt fall! 
The deathbed of the juſt ! is yet undrawn 
By mortal hand; it merits a divine: 
Angels ſhould paint it, angels ever here; 
There, on a poſt of honour, and of joy. 
Dare I preſame, then? But Par:iaNnDER bids: 

And glory tempts, and inclination calls 

Yet am I ſtruck ; as ſtruck the ſoul, beneath 
Aereal groves impenetrable gloom ; 

Or, in ſome mighty ruin's ſolemn ſhade; 

Or, gazing by pale lamps on hi2 born duff, 

In vaults; thin courts of poor unſlatter'd Kings! 
Or, at the midnight-atar's hallow'd flame, 

It is religion to proceed: I pauſe 

And enter, aw'd, the temple of my theme. 

Is it his deathbed? No: it is his ſhrine: 

Behold him, there, juſt riſing to a god. 

The chamber where the good man meets his fate, 
Is privileg'd beyond the common walk 

Of virtuou life, quite in the verge of heav'n. 
Fly, ye profane' if not, draw near with awe, 
Receive the bleſiing, and adore the chance, 

That threw in this Bethe/7a your diſeaſe ; 

If anreſtor'd by this, deſpair your cure; 

For, here, reſiſtleſs demonſtration dwells; 

A deathbed's a detector of the heart. 

Here tir'd Difimulation drops her maſk, 


Throug|! life's grimace that miſtreſs of the ſcene! 


Here real, and apparent, are the fame. 
' You ſce the 72a; you ſee his hold on heav'n; 
If ſornd his virtue; as PRITLANDER“s ſound. 


Heav'n waits not the laſt moment, owns her friends 
On this ſide death; and points them out to men, 


A lecture, filent, bat of ſovereign pow'r ! 
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On Tims, DeaTn, FRIENDSHIP. 39 


To vice, confuſion; and to virtue, peace. 
Whatever farcc the boaſtful hero plays, 
Virtne alone has majeſty in death; 
And greater ſtill, the more the tyrant frowns. 
PRHTLANDERI he ſeverely frown'd on thee. 
% No warning given! unceremonious fate! 
& A ſudden ruſh from life's meridian joys ! 
&« A wrench from all we Joe from all we are / 
& A reſtleſs bed of pain! a plunge opaque 
«© Beyond conjecture ! feeble Nature's dread ! 
« Strong Rea/0,''s ſhudder at the dark unknown! 
« A ſun extinguiſh'd! a juſt opening grave! 
« And oh! the laſt, laſt; what? (can words expreſs ? 
«& Thought reach it?) the lalt—ſf/erce of a friend!“ 
Where are thoſe horrors, that amazement, where, 
This hideous group of ills, which % ſhock, 
Demand from man ?—I1 thought kim man till zow. 
Thro' Nature's wreck, thro' vanquiſh'd agonies, 
(Like the ſtars ſtruggling thro' this midnight-gloom), 
What gleams of joy ? what more than human peace ? 
Where the frail mortal? che poor abject worm! 
No, not in death, the -:5rtal to be found. 
His conduct is a legacy for all, 
Richer than Mammoz!'s for his ſingle heir. 
His comforters he comforts; great in ruin, 
With unreluctant grandeur, gives, not yields 
His ſoul ſublime; and cloſes with his fate. 
How our hearts burnt within us at the ſcene! 
Vi hence this brave bound o'er limits fix'd to man! 
2 God ſuſtains him in his final hour! 
Ts 3 His final hour brings glory to kis God! 7 
| lun s glory heav'n vouchſafes to call her own. 3 
e gaze; we weep; mix'd tears of grief and: 3770 
nagement ſtrikes! deyotion burils to flame! 
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4 Tur COMPLAINT. Night 2. 


Chriſtians adore ! and Infidelt believe. L 

As ſome tall tow'r, or lofty mountain's brow, 0 
Detains the ſun, illuſtrious from its height; Z. 
While riſing vapours, and deſcending ſhades, 7; 
With damps, and darkneſs, drown the ſpacious vale: gn 
Undamp'd by doubt, undarken'd by deſpair, A 
PHILANDER, thus, auguſtly rears his head, Ple 
At that black hour, which gen'ral horror ſheds Sm 
On the low level of th' inglorious throng: As 
Sweet. Peace, and heavenly Hope, and humble Foy, Is i 
Divinely beam on his exalted ſoul; Sco 
Deſtruction gild, and crown him for the ſkies, Aff! 
With incommunicable luſtre, bright. Vile 

LokENZzO! ſuch the good man's miſery / Scor 
How dim the ray, the luſtre, now, how pale Wh 
Of tarniſh'd pageantries, of wither'd joy, And 
Of beggar'd opulence, diſgrac'd renown, Wit 


 Deep-darken'd empire, conqueſt overcome! 

Envy's bright bats ! the pant of every breaſt! 
Envy! the greateſt idiot of all crimes ! 

Who pains herſelf for that,” won'd pain her more; 
Is there on earth what can abſolve her? Yes: 
One radiant mark; the deathhed of the juſt : 

That gaze of angels that glad fame of heav'n! 
That joy to joy celeſtial '—O my ſoul | 

Bleſs'd, raviſh'd with this providential ſcene! 
Heaven plans her gracious ſtratagems for all. 

A ſcene ſo ſtrong to ſtrike, ſo ſweet to charm, 

So great to raiſe, ſo heavenly to inſpire, 

So ſolid to ſupport fair Virtne's throne, j 
What tranſport thine, to ſee? what zeal to ſing? 
Sing firſt, and ſend it through the ſouls of men? | 
And ſend through theirs with eaſe, if from our own. 
Nor haſt thou ſung in vain: Pailaxper hear, f 
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Lorenzo feels, thy fong. LoREnzo feels, 

Or he, and not PHILANDER, is the dead. 

Life, take thy chance: but oh for ſuch an end! 
There point, my wiſhes ! centre there; and burn, 
Smile you, ye poor dependents on a pulſe ! 

A pulſe, your ſalient god! as that decrees, 
Pleaſur'd, or pain'd; exalted, or forlorn— 
Smile on; and prove your miſery by your ſmiles. 
As ſmiles miſtaken, what tear half ſo ſad ! 

Is it your pride? wou'd you be prais'd for this ? 
Scorn'd be the man, who thinks himſelf a brate ; 
Affronts his ſpecies ; and his God blaſphemes; 
Vile laughter! at whom pity cannot laugh; 

Scorner of all, but what deſerves his ſcorn! 

Who thinks it is ingenious to be mad, 

And is quite fool enough to be a wit. 

Wits ſpare not heaven, O Wilmington nor thee. 
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Humbly Inſcribed to her GRACE 


i The Ducurgss of Po, | 
= | 
| Ignoſtenda quidem, ſcirent ſi ignoſcere manes. 
j VIRG. 4 
j Rom dreams, where thought in Fancy's maze, rude S 
| To Keaſon, that heay'n-lighted lamp in man, [ made, A 
j Once more | wake; and at the deitin'd hour, A 
Punctual as lovers to the moments {worn, 
I keep my aſſignation with my wo. T 
O loſt to virtue, loſt to manly thought, V. 
Loſt to the noble ſallies of the ſoul ! In 
Who think it ſolitude to be alone. Fo 
Communion ſweet ! communion large, and high! Sh 
Our Reaſon, guardian angel, and our God! Th 
Then nearcſt theſe, when others moſt remote; A | 
And all, ere long, ſhall be remote, but theſe. Tr 
How dreadful, en, to meet them all alone, W. 
A ſtranger! unacknowledg'd ! unapprov'd! ER 
Now woo them; wed them; bind them to thy breaſt ; Wi 
To win thy wiſh, creation has no more; Is t 
Or if we with a fourth, it is a friend | Mo 
But friends, how mortal! dang'rous the deſire. 8 
0 


Aon? indeed, the baniſh'd from himſelf, 
By day's intruſions loud, and rude affaults, 
A tide of tumult, and a ſtorm of tongues, 
Take Phæbus to yourſelves, ye baſking bards! 
Inevriate at fair Fortune's fountain-head. 
And recling through the wilderneſs of joy; 


de, 
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Where Senſe runs ſavage, broke from Reaſon's chain, 
And ſings falſe peace, till ſmather'd by the pall. 
My fortune] is unlike ; unlike, my ſong ; 
Unlike the Deity my ſong invokes. 
I to Day's foft-ey'd lifter pay my court, 
(Eudimion's rival!) and her aid implore; 
Now firſt implor'd in ſaccour to the Muſe. 

Thon, who didit lately borrow * CYNTHIA“s form, 
And modeſtly forego thine ! O thou, 
Who didſt thyſelf, at midnight-hours, inſpire! 
Say, why not CYNTHIA patroneſs of ſong? 
As thou her creſcent, ſhe thy character 
Aſſumes; till more a goddeſs by the change. 

Are there demurring wits, who dare diſpute 
This revolation in the world #1ſpir'd ? 
Ye train Pierian “ to the lanar ſphere, 
In ſilent hour, addreſs vour ardent call 
For aid immortal; leſs her brother's right. 
She, with the ſpheres harmonious, nightly leads 
The mazy dance, and hears their matchleſs ſtrain. 
A itrain for gods! deny'd to mortal ear. 
Tranſmit it heard, thoa ſilver queen of heav'n! 
What title, or what name endears thee molt ? 
CyNitrla! Cyiitxeg! Protst!—or doſt hear 
With higher guſt, fair P D of the ſkies? 
Is that the ſoft inchantment calls thee down, 
More pow'rful than of old Circean charm ? 
Come; but from heav'nly banquets with thee bring 
The ſoul of ſong; and whiſper in mine ear 


The theft divine; or in propitious dreams 
For dreams are thine) transſuſe it through the breaſt 
1 Of thy firſt vatary—but not thy laſt; 


D 2 
At the Duke of Norfolk's maſquerade. 


/ 


And happy (if aught happy here) as good! 


__ | 
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Tf, like thy nameſake, thou art ever kind. 


And kind thou wilt be; kind on ſuch a theme; 
A-theme ſo like thee, a quite /urar theme, 
Soft, modeſt, melancholy, female, fair! 
A theme that roſe all pale, and told my ſoul, 
Twas night; on her fond hopes perpetual night; 
A night which ſtruck a damp, a deadlier damp 
Than that which ſwote me from PRILAN DER s tomb. 
Naxcisss follows, ere his tomb is clos'd. 
Wocs cluſter; rare are ſolitary woes; 
They love a train, they tread each other's heel: 
Her death invades his mournful right, and claims 
The grief that ſtarted from my lics for him; 
Seizes the faithleſs, alienated tears, 
Or ſhares it, ere it falls. So frequent death, 
Sorrow, he more than cauſes, he confounds; 
For human ſighs his rival ſtrokes contend, 
And make diſtreſs, diſtraction. Oh PRILAN PER! 
What was thy fate? a double fate to me; 
Portent, and pain! a menace, and a blow! 
Like the black raven hov'ring o'er my peace, 
Not lefs a bird of omen, than of prey. 
It call'd Narc1ssa long before her hour; 
It call'd her tender ſoul, by break of bliis, 
From the firſt bloſſom, from the buds of joy; 
"Thoſe few our noxious fate unblaſted leaves 
In this inclement clime of human life. 

Sweet harmoniſt! and beautiful as ſweet! 
And young as beautiful! and ſoft as young ! 
And gay as ſoft! and innocent as gay! 


For Fortane fond had built her neſt on high: 
Like birds quite exquiſite of note ard plume, 
Transfix'd by Fate, (who loves a lofty mark), 
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How from the ſummit of the grove ſhe fell, 
And left it unharmonious ! all its charm 
Extinguiſh'd in the wonders of her ſong! 
Her ſong {till vibrates in my raviſh'd ear, 
Still melting there, and with voluptuous pain 
(O to forget her!) thrilling through my heart! 
Song. beauty, youth, love, virtue, joy ! this group 
Of bright ideas, flow'rs of paradiſe 
As yet unforfeit! in one blaze we bind, 
| Kneel, and preſent it to the ſkies; as all 
We gueſs of heav'n: and theſe were all her own: 
And ſhe was mine; and | was—was molt bleſs'd,— , 
Gay title of the deepeſt miſery ! | 
As bodies grow more pond'rous, robb'd of life; 
Good loſt weighs more in grief. than gain'd, in joy, 
Like bloſſom'd trees o'erturn'd by vernal ſtorm, 
Lovely in death the beauteous ruin lay ; 
And if in death till lovely, lovelier there; 
Far lovelier ! pity ſwells the tide of love, 
And will not the ſevere excuſe a ſigh! 
Scorn the proud man that is aſham'd to weep; 
Our tears i44/2*'d indeed deferve our ſhame, 
Ye that e'er loſt an angel pity me. 
Soon as the luſtre languiſh'd in her eye, 
Dawning a dimmer day on human ſight; 
And on her cheek, the reſidence of {pring, 
Pale omen ſat, and ſcatter'd fears around 
On all chat ſaw, (and who could ceaſe to gaze; 
That once had ſeen?) with haſte, parental haſte, 
T flew; I ſnatch'd her from the rigid north, | 
Her native bed, on which bleak Boreas blew, 
And bore her nearer to the ſin. The ſun 
Es if the ſun could envy) check'd his beam, 


5 7 
EB 
"Ro 
3 1 
1 A = 
8 
* 


x. * 
1 
VEE ' 
. 
8d , 


46 Taz COMPLAINT.” Night 3. 


| Dehty'd his wonted ſaccour, nor with more A 
| Regret beheld her drooping; than the bells St 
Of lilies; faireſt lilies, not fo. fair ! St 
Queen lilies! and ye painted populace ! In 

Who dwell in fields, and lead ambroſial lives; F. 

In morn and ev'ning dew, your beauties bathe, A 
And drink the ſun; which gives your checks to glow, In 
And outbluſh (ee excepted) ev'ry fair; Ww 
You gladlier grew, ambitious of her hand, 77 
Which often cropt your odours, incenſe meet 
To thought fo pure; her flow'ry ſtate of mind Th: 

In joy unfall'n. Ye lovely fugitives ! 10 
Coœval race with man! for man ye ſmile; W. 
Why not ſmile at him too? you ſhare indeed In 
His ſidden paſs; but not his conſtant pain. Th 

So man is made, nought miniſters delight, Der 
But what his glowing paſſions can engage; O'e 
And glowing paſſions bent on aught below, Wh 
Muſt, ſoon or late, with anguilh turn the ſcale ; Wi 
And anguiſh after rapture how ſevere! Wh 
Rapture? bold man! who tempts the wrath divine, k 
By plucking fruit deny'd to mortal taſte, Mor 
While here preſuming on the rights of heav'n. Wit 
For tranſport doſt thou call on ev'ry hour, In n 
LoRENZo? at thy friends expence be wiſe: T w/ 
Lean not on earth; *twill pierce thee to the heart ; Nor 
A broken reed, at beſt; but, oft, a {pear ; Preſ 
On its ſharp point Peace bleeds, and Hope expires. Wh: 
Turn, hopeleſs thought! turn from her :—Thonght Pard 
Reſenting rallies, and wakes ev'ry we. [repell'd, And 


Snatch'd ere thy prime! and in thy bridal hour! 
And when kind Fortune, with thy lover, ſmil'd! 
And when high-flavour'd thy freſh-op'ning joy 
find when 2a man pronoune'd thy bliſs © compte: 


NARCISSA.: e 


And on a foreign ſhore ! where * Wel 
Strangers to thee, and, more ſurpriſing ſtill, 
Strangers to kindneſs, wept:- their eyes let fall 
Inhuman tears; ſtrange tear that trickled down 
From marble heart obdurate tendernefs |! 
A tenderneſs that call'd them more fevere; 
In ſpite of Nature's ſoft perſuaſion, ſteel'd : 
While Nature melted, Superſtition rav'd; 
That mourn'd the dead ; and 7h:s deny'd a grave. 
Their fighs incens'd; ſiglis foreign to the will! 
Their will the Her ſuck'd, outrag'd the ſtorm. 
For, oh! the curſt ungodlineſs of zeal! 
While /infu/ fle/} relented, ſpirit nurs d 
In blind rf.//6:/itz's embrace, 
The /a7nted ſpirit, petrify'd the breaſt; 
Deny'd the charity of duſt, to ſpread 
O'er duit! a charity their dogs enjoy. 
What could I do ? what fuccour ? what reſource ? 
With pious facrilege, a grave 1 ſtole ; 


* 


Wbat impious piety, that grave I wrong'd; 


Short in my duty! coward in my grief! 

More like her murderer, than friend, I crept, 
With ſoft ſaſpended ſtep : and muffled deep 

In midnight-darkneſs, whi/per'd my laſt ſigh, 

I wh;/per'd what ſhould echo through their realms; 
Nor writ her name, whofe tomb ſhou'd pierce the ſkies.® 
Preſumptuous fear how durft I dread her foes, 
While Nature's loudeſt dictates | obey'd ? 


Pardon neceſſity, bleſs'd ſhade i Of grief 
And indignation rival burſts ] pour'd : 


| Falf-execr ation mingled with my prayer; 


Kindled at man, while I his God ador'd; 


i ore. grudg' d the ſavage land her ſacred duſt? 
amp d the curs'd foil ; and with humanity: “ 
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Earth trembles ere her yawning jaws devour; 
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(Deny'd 'Narcrs5sa) wiſh'd them all a grave. 
Glows my reſentments into guilt ? What guilt 

Can equal violations of the dead ? 

The dead how ſacred! ſacred is the duſt 

Of this heav'n-labour'd form, erect, divine! 

This heav'n-aflum'd majeſtick robe of earth, 

He deign'd to'wear, who hung the vaſt expanſe 

With azure bright, and cloth'd the ſun in gold. 

When ev'ry paſſion ſleeps that can offend; 

When ſtrikes us cv ry motive that can melt ; 

When man can wreak his rancour z7controll'd, 

That ſtrongeſt curb on inſult and ill-will ; 

Then, ſpleen to du, the dult of innocence ? 


An angel's duſt — This Lucifer tranſcends: 


When he contended for the Yatriarch's bones, 

Twas not the frite of malice, but of pride; 

The ſtrife of pontiff pride, not pontiff gall. 
Far leſs than this is ſhocking in a race 

Moſt wretched, but from ſtreams of mutual love; 

And uncreated, but for love divine; 

And but for love divine, this moment, loſt, 

By Fate reſorb'd, and ſank in endleſs night. 

Man hard of heart to man of horrid things 

Moſt horrid ' mid ſtupendous, highly ſtrange ! 

Yet oft his courteſies are ſmoother wrongs ; 

Pride brandiſhes the favours he confers, 

And contumelious his humanity. 

What then his vengeance ? Hear it not, ye ſtars ! 

And thou, pale moon turn paler at the ſcund; 

Man is to man the ſoreſt, ſureſt ill. 

A previous blaſt foretels the-riſing ſtorm ; 

O'erwhelming turrets threaten ere they fall; 

Volcanos below ere they diſembogue;. 
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And ſmoke betrays the wide · conſuming fire: 
Ruin from man is moſt conceal'd when near, N 
And ſends the dreadful tidings in the blow. 

Is this the flight of Fancy! Would it were! 
Heav'n's Sov'reign ſaves all beings but himſelf, 
That hideous ſight, a naked human heart. 

Fir'd is the Muſe? and let the Muſe be fir'd : 
Who not inflam'd, when what he ſpeaks he feels, 
And in the nerve molt tender, in his friends ? 
Shame to mankind! PnILAN DER had his foes: 
He felt the truths I ſing, and I in him. 

But he, nor I, feel more. Paſt ills, Narcissa ! 
Are ſunk in thee, thou recent wound of heart! 
Which bleeds with other cares, with other pangs ; 
Pangs num'rous, as the num'rous ills that ſwarm'd 
O'er thy diſtinguiſh'd fate, and cluſt'ring there, 
Thick as the locuſts on the land of Nie. 

Made death more deadly, and more dark the grave. 
Reflect (if not forgot my touching tale) 

How was each drcamiiance with Alpes arm'd! 

An aſpect, each; and all, an hydra-wo. 

What ſtrong Herculeau virtue could ſuffice ?— 

Or is it virtue to be conquer'd here ? 

This hoary cheek a train of tears bedews ; 

And each tear mourns its own di//ind diſtreſs ; 
And each diſtreſs, diſtinctly mourn'd, demands 

Of grief ſtill more, as heighten'd by the whole. 

A grief like this proprietors excludes : 

Not friends alone ſuch obſequies deplore; 

They make mankind the mourner ; carry fighs. 
Far as the fatal Fame can wing her way, 


1 And turn the gayeſt thought of gayeſt age, 
Pen their right channel, through the vale of death. 


0 The vale of death! that buſh' d Cimmerian vale, 
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ith raven wing incumbent, waits the day 


(Dread day !) that interdicts all future change ! 


That ſubterranean world, 


that land of ruin! 


Fit walk, Lorenzo, for proud human thought! 
There let my thought expatiate ; and explore 
Balſamick truth, healing ſentiments, 

Of all moſt wanted, and moſt welcome, here. 
For gay LoxENxzo's ſake, and for thy own, 


My ſoul, 
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The fruits of dying friends ſurvey ; 
Expoſe the vai of life; weigh life and death; 
Give Death his enlogy; thy fear ſubdue; 

And labour that firſt palm of noble minds, 

A manly fcorn of terror from the tomb.” 
This harveſt reap from thy NAROISSA“'s grave. 


As poets feign from Ajax ſtreaming blood 

Aroſe, with grief inſcrib'd, a mournful flow'r ; 
Let wiſdom bloſſom from my mortal wound. 

And firſ?, of dying friends; what fruit from theſe ? 
Rich fruit this tempeſt in our boſom throws, 

Few minds will gather in our life rene: 


brings us more than triple id; an aid 


To chaſe our thought leſſneſs, fear, pride, and guili. 


Our dying friends come o'er us like a cloud, 


To damp our brainleſs ardours ; and abate 
That glare of life, which often blinds the wiſe. 
Our dying friends are pioncers, to ſmooth 
Our rugged paſs to death ; 
Of terror and abhorrence Nature throws 

Croſs our obſtructed way; and, thus, to make 
Welcome, as ſafe, our port from ev'ry ſtorm. 
Each friend by fate ſnatch'd from us, is a plume 
Phack'd from the wing of human vanity, | 
Which makes us mY from our acreal heights, 


to break thoſe bars 
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And, damp'd with omen of our own diſeaſe, 

On drooping pinions of ambition lower'd, 

Juſt ſkim earth's furface, ere we break it up, 
O'er putrid pride to ſcratch a little duſt, 

And ſave the world a nuiſance. Smitten friends 
Are angels ſent on e rands tull of love; 

For us they languiſh, and for us they die: 

And ſhall they languiſh, ſhall they die in vain? 
Ungrateful ſhall we grieve their hov'ring ſhades, 
Which wait the revolution in our hearts ? 


Shall we diſdain their ſilent, ſoft addreſs ; 


Their poſthumous advice, and pious prayer 


Senſeleſs, as herds that graze their hollow'd graves, 

Tread under foot their agonies and groans; 

Fruſtrate their anguiſh, and deſtroy their deaths ? 
LoxENzZo! no; the thought of death indulge; 

Give it its wholeſome empire, let it reign, 

That kind chaſtiſer of the ſoul to joy! 

Its reign will ſpread thy glorious conqueſts far, 

And (till the tumults of thy ruffled breaſt; 

Auſpicious æra! golden days begin! 

The thought of death, ſhall, like a god, inſpire. 

And why not think on death ? is life the theme 

Of every thought ? and wiſh of every hour ? 

And ſong of every joy ? ſurpriſing truth ! 

The beaten ſpaniel's fondneſs not ſy ſtrange. 

To wave the num'rous 2% that ſeize on life 

As their own property, their lawful prey; 

Ere man has meaſur'd half his weary ſtage, 


His luxuries have left him no reſerve, + - 


No maiden reliſhes, unbroach'd delightsg; . : 
| On cold-ſerv'd repetitions he ſubſiſts 
Ind in the taſteleſs pre/ent chews the paſts | 1 HIT 
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Like laviſh anceſtors, his earlier years F 
Have diſinherited his future hours, 7 
Which ſtarve on orte, and glean their former field. B 
A 

A 


Live ever here, LoRExzo ! ſhocking thought! 
So ſhocking, they who with, diſown it, too ; 


Diſown from ſhame, what they from folly crave. S, 
Live ever in the womb, nor ſee the light? 8¹ 
For what live ever here? - with labouring ſtep 
To tread our former footſteps ! pace the round s 
Eternal ? to climb daily Life's worn wheel, 0 
Which draws up nothing new ? to beat, and bear V1 
The beaten track ! to bid each wretched day T] 
"The former mock ? to ſurfeit on the /ame, Ar 
And yawn our joys ? or thank a miſery T 
For change, though ſad ? to ſee what we have ſeen? An 
Hear, till unheard, the ſame old ſlobber'd tale? Bol 
To taſte the taſted, and at each return Ar 
Leſs taſteful ? o'er our palates to decant ; 
Another vintage ? ſtrain a flatter year, 3 
Through loaded veſſels, and a laxer tone? Or 
Crazy machines to grind earth's waſted fruits! The 
III. ground, and worſe concocted; load, not life ! Bit 
The rational foul kennels of exceſs | To 
Still-ſtreaming through fairs of dull debauch ! Wh 
Trerabling each gulp, leſt Death ſhould ſnatch the bowl. Mah 
Such of our fine ones is the wiſh refin'd! On | 
So would they have it: elegant deſire ! On 1 
Why not invite the bellowing ſtalls, and wilds ? On |} 
But ſuch examples might their riot awe. No: 1! 
Through want of virtue, that is, want of thought, In :/ 
(Though on bright thought they father all their flights) Thi 
To what are they reduc'd ? to love, and hate Each 
The ſame vain world; to cenſure, and eſpouſe Ea l 


This painted ſhrew of life, who calls them fool 1 
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Each moment of each day; to flatter bad 

'Thro' dread of worſe; to cling to this rude rock, 

Barren, to then, of good, and ſharp with ills, 

And hourly blacken'd with impending ſtorms, 

And infamous for wrecks of human hope, — 

Scar'd at the gloomy gulph that yawns beneath. 

Such are their triumphs ! ſach their pangs of joy ! 
"Tis time, high time, to ſhift this diſmal ſcene. 

This hzg2g'd, this hideous ſtate, what art can cure! 

One only ; but that one, what all may reach ; 

Virtue, —She, wonder-working goddeſs! charms, 

That roc to bloom; and tames the painted ſhreu; 

And what will more ſurpriſe, LoRENZZO! gives 


To life's fick, nauſeous iteration, change, 
And ſtreightens Nature's circle to a line. 
Believ'ſt thou this, Loxexzo? lend an car, 
A patient ear, thou'lt bluſh to diſbelieve 
A langnid, leaden iteration reigns, 
And ever muſt, o'er thoſe, whole joys are joys 
Of ſight, ſmell, taſte : the cuckow-ſeaſons ſing 
The Hp dull note to ſich as nothing prize, 
But waat thoſe ſeaſons, from the teeming earth, 
To doating /, indulge. But nobler minds, 
Which reliſh fruits unripen'd by the un, 
wi. Make their days various: various as the dyes 
On the dove's neck, which wanton in %, rays. 
On minds of dave-lixe innocence poſicſs'd, 
On ligatea'd minds, that baſk in virtue's beams, 
Nothing nangs tedigas, nothing old revolies, 
| Ig hat, for waich they long; for wilich they live. 
ts), Their glorioas efforts, wing'd w vith heav'nly hope, | 
Fach riliag morning ſees full higher rife; 


— 4 h 3 dawn its novelty rreſent:. 
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To worth maturing, zew ſtrength, luſtre, fame: 
While Nature's circle, like a chariot-wheel ' 
Rolling beneath their elevated aims, f 
Makes their fair proſpect fairer ev ry hour; ] 
Advancing virtue in a line to %,, 1 
Virtue, which Chriſtian motives beſt inſpire ! \ 
And 6/i/5, which Chriſtian ſchemes alone enſure ! 0 
And ſhall we then, for virtue's ſake, commence 1 
Apoſtates, and turn inſidels for joy! 0 
A truth it is, few doubt, but fewer truſt, 
« He fins againſt i life, who flights the next.” A 
What is this life? how few their fav rite know? FE 
Fond in the dark, and blind in our embrace, p 
By paſſionately loving life, we make 0 
Lov'd life unlovely; hugging her to death. A 
We give to time eternity's regard ; T 
And, dreaming, take our paſlage for our port. B 
Life has no value as an end, but means; 81 
An end deplorable! a means divine! | TT 
When 'tis our all; tis nothing: worſe than nought; gu 
A neſt of pairs; when held as nothing, much: T 
Like ſome fair humovriſts, life is moſt enjoy'd, Ar 
When corrted leaſt; moſt worth, when diſeſteem'd; BY 
Then tis the ſeat of comfort, rich in peace; ©. 
In proſpect, richer far; important ' awful ! In 
Not to be mention'd but with ſhouts of praiſe! 80 
Not to be thought on, but with tides of joy! ; 
The mighty baſi 3 of eternal Liſs ! De 
hirren ruck ? the pan: 2 ? Drew ? Th 
Where now; e ENZO! life's eternal round ? d 
Have T not made my tr Fele promiſe gocd ? 
Vain is the world; but only to the vain. 
To what compare we then th is varying ſcene 
Whoſe worth ambiguous riſes, and dechnes: 
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Waxes, and wanes ? (in all propitious, 279% 
Aſſiſts me here) compare it to the moon; 
Dark in herſelf, and indigent ; but rich 

In borrow'd luſtre from a higher ſphere : 
When groſs guilt interpoſes, lab'ring earth 
O'erſhadow'd, mourns a deep eclipſe of joy ; 
Her joys, at brighteſt, pallid to that font 
Of full effulgent glory, whence they flow. 

Nor is that glory diſtamt : O Lox EN ZO! 

A good man, and an angel! theſe between 

How thin the barrier ? what their fate divides ? 

Perhaps a moment, or perhaps a year ; 

Or, if an age, it is a moment ſtill; 

A moment, or eternity's forgot : 

Then be, what once they were, who now are gods, 
2 what PHILANDER was, and claim the ſkies. 

Starts timid Nature at the gloomy paſs ? 

The rt tranſition call it; and be cheer'd : 

Such it is often, and why not to thee ? 

To hone the beſt, is pions, brave, and wiſe, 

And may itſelf procure, what it pre/zmes, 

Life is much flatter d, death is much traduc'd; 

Compare the rivals, and the kinder crown. 

„ Strange competition!“ True, LORENZ Oo! ſtrange! 

So little /;fe can caſt into the ſcale. 

Lie makes the ſoul dependent on the duſt ; 
Death gives her wings to mount above the ſpheres. 
Thro' chinks, ſtil'd organs, dim fe peeps at liglit; 
Death burſts th' involving cloud, and all is day; 
All eye, all car, the diſembody'd power. l 
Death has feign'd evils, Nature thall not feel z 


. ius ſubſtantial, Wiſom cannot ſhun. 


not the mighty Mind, that ſon of Heaven! 
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COMPLAINT. 


Night 3 . 


By tyrant Life dethron'd, impriſon'd, pain'd ? 
By Death enlarg'd, ennobled, deify'd ? 


Death but entombs the body ; Life, the ſoul. 
« Is Death then guilileſs ? 


How he marks his way 


6 With dreadful waſte, of what deſerves to ſhine ! 


140 


Art, genius, fortune, elevated power! 


* With various luſtres theſe light up the world, 


cc 


Which Zeath puts out, and darkens human race,” 


I grant, LoxEnzo ! this indiQment jult : 

The ſage, peer, potentate, king, conqueror ! 

Death hambles theſe : wore barb'rons Life, the mar. 
is the triumph of our monld'ring clay ; 


Fife | 


J 


* 5, 8 


50 the ſpirit infinite] divine! 


Death has no FEY but what frail Life i imparts; 
but what kind Leut“ 11m Proves. 


true joy, 


3 1155 L. 7 to boaſt, till Death can give 


reater; Life's a debtor to the grave, 
: lattice! letting in eternal day. 
N ENZO! bluſh at fndneſ for a life, 


Which ſends celc{tial ſouls on errands vile, 


To cater for the ſenſe; and ſerve at boards, 
W h 8 ev'ry ranger of the wilds, perhaps 
claims our upper hand. 


ch reptile 5 juſtly 


3 feaſt ! 
In all the daintics of a brute bemir'd ! 
LORENZO! blugh at terror for a death, 
Which gives thee'to repoſe in feltive . 
Where netars ſpark de, angels miniſter, 


And more than angels ſtare, and raile, 


a ſoal, 


a ſoul immortal, 


and crown, 


And eternize the birth, bloom, burlils of bliſs. 


* 


O feaſt indeed luxurious ! Earth, vile earth! 

In all the glories of a god array'd ! 

What need I more! O death, the palm is thine... . 
Then welcome, Death. thy dreaded harbingers, 2 


* 
s » 


i D bath, of all pain the period, not of joy ; 
| * 8 ource, and. / eck, ſtill ſabſiſt e 
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Age, and Diſeaſe ; Diſeaſe, though Jong, my gueſt ; 
That placks my nerves, thoſe tender ſtrings of life; 


Which, pluck'd a little more, will toll the bell 
That calls my few friends to my funeral; 

Where feeble Nature drops, perhaps, a tear, 
While Reaſon and Religion, better taught, 
Congratulate the dead, and crown his tomb 

With wreath triumphant. Death is victory; 

It binds in chains the raging ills of life; 

Luſt and Amnbition, Rage and Avarice, 

Dragz'd at his cliariot-wheel, applaud his power. 
That ills corroſive, cares importunate, 


Are not immortal too, O Death ! is thine. 


Our day of diſſolution -name it right; 

"Tis our great pay-day ; 'tis our harveſt, rich 

And ripe : what tho' the ſickle, ſometimes keen, 

Juſt ſcars us, as we reap the golden grain ? 

More than thy balm, O Cilead ! heals the wound. 

B:rih's feeble cry, and Death's deep diſmal groan, 

Are {f1znder tributes low-tax'd Nature pays, 

For mighty gain; the gain of each a life! 

But O! the laſt the former ſo tranſcends, 

Life dies, compar'd; Life lives beyond the grave. 

And feel I, Death ! no joy from thought of thee ? 

Death, the great counſellor, who man inſpi pires 

With ev'ry nobler thought, and fairer deed ! 

Death, the Aalirerer who reſcues man! 

ny the rewarder, who the . 'd crowns ! 

Beats, that abſolves my birth; a curſe without it! 
ch Death, that realizes all my cares, | 

ils, virtues, hopes; without it, a chimera ! 


E 3, Nay 


4 4 
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One, in my foul ; and one, in her great Sire; 

'Tho' the four winds were warring for my duſt. 

Yes, and from winds, and waves, and central night, 
Tho' priſon'd there, my duſt too I reclaim, 

(To duſt when drop proud Nature's proudeſt ſpheres), 
And live entire. Death is the crown of life ; 

Were death deny'd, poor man would live in vain ; 
Were death deny'd, to live would not be life : 

Were death deny'd, ev'n fools would with to die. 
Death wounds, to cure; we fall; we rife; wereign' 
Spring from our fetters, faſten in the ſkies; 

Where blooming Eden withers in our fight : 

Death gives us more that was in Eden loſt, 

'This king of terrors is the prince of peace, 

When ſhall I die to vanity, pain, death ? 

When ſhall I die? — when ſhall I live for ever? 
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NIGHT Tax FOURTH. 

1 N 
CHRISTIAN TRIUMPH. 
l CONTAINING 
Our only Cunz for the Fear of Dearn, 


And proper SENTIMENTS of HEART on that ineſti. 
mable Bleſſing. 


Humbly Inſcribed to the 


Honourable Mr VORK E. 


Much indebted muſe, O YoRxkE ! intrudes.. 
Amid the ſmiles of fortune and of youth, 
Thine ear is patient of a ſerious ſong. 
How deep implanted in the breaſt of man 
The dread of Death? I fing its ſov'reign cure. 
Why ſtart at Death? where is he? Death arriv >, 
Is paſt ; not come, or gone, he's never here, 
Ere hope, ſenſation fails; black-boding man 
Receives, not ſuffers death's tremendous blow. * 
The knell, the ſhrowd, the mattock, and the grave; 
The deep damp vault, the darkneſs, and the worm; 
Theſe are the bugbears of a winter's eve, | * 
The terrors of the living, not the dead. 
Tragination' s fool, and error's wretch, 
Mean makes a death, which nature never made; ; 
: en on tlie point of his own fancy falls; | - "i 
1 a . feels a thouſand deaths, in fearing one. een cd 
hut were death frightful, what has age to fear! F 4: ( 
— age ſhould meet the friendly foe, RE Ts 


© re. 1 


bp. ſhelter in- his hofpitable geen. NN — 


* 


. 
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I ſcarce can meet a mombmeũt, but holds Of 
My younger; every date cries — Come away.“ My 
And what recalls me ? look the world around, 
And tell me what: the wiſeſt cannot tell. I' 
Should any born of woman give his thought An 
Full range, on juſt diſite's unbounded field; An 
Of things, the vanity ; of men, the flaws ; WI 
Flaws in the 6%; the many, flaw all o'er. Th 
As leopards ſpotted, or as &thiops dark; An 
Vivacious , good dying immature. K. 
(How immature, NaRCISSA's marble tells), I 
And at 1ts death bequeathing endleſs pain ; WII 
His heart, tho”. bold, would ſicken at the fight, TW 
And ſpend itſelf in ſighs, for future ſcenes. Cou 
But grant to life (and juſt it is to grant Am 
To uch life) ſome perquilites of joy; $a 
A time there is, when, like a thrice-told tale, Em 
And that of no great moment, or delight, H 7 
Long - rifled life of ſweet can yield no more, Fl: 
But from our comment on the comedy, We 
Pleaſing refedions on parts well ſaſtain'd, Wi/ 
Or purpos'd e:nendations where we fail'd, w E 
Or hopes of plaudits from our candid judge, * 7 
When, on their exit, ſouls are bid unrobe, i 
Toſs Fortune back her tinſel, and her plume, Cau 
And drop this maſk of fleſh behind the ſcene. Ane 
With me, that time is come; my world is dead; 5 

A new world riſes, and new manners reign : My 


Foreign comedians, a ſpruce band! arrive, 

To puſh me from the ſcene, or biſs me there. 
What a pert race ſtarts up? the ſtrangers gaze, 
And I at them; my neighbour is 3 vn; 
Nor that the worſt: ah me! the dire effect 
Of loit' ring here, of death defranding long; 


The CunisTiIan T'RIUMPH. 


of old ſo gracious (and let that ſuffice) 
My very maſter knows me not. — 
Shall I dare ſay, peculiar is the fate; 

I've been ſo long remember'd, I'm forgot. 

An object ever preſſing dims the ſight, 

And hides behind, its ardour to be ſeen. 

When in his courtiers ears I pour my plaint, 

They drink it as the nectar of the great; 

And ſqueeze my hand, and beg me come to-morrow ;z 
R-fuſul! canſt thou wear a ſmoother form; 

Indulge me, nor conceive I drop my theme: 

Who cheapens life, abates the fear of death : 
Twice-told the pcriod ſpent on ſtubborn Trey, 
Court-favour, yet untaken, I beſiege; 

Ambition's ill-judg'd effort to be rich. 

Alas! ambition makes my little, leſs ; 

Embitt'ring the poſſeſs'd: why wiſh for more ? 
Wiſhing, of all employments, is the worſt; 
Fliilolophy's reverſe ! and health's decay! 

Were I as plump as ſtall'd theology, 

Fiſhing would waſte me to this {Lage again. 

Were Jas wealthy as a So/h-/ea dream, 

Fiſhing is an expedient to be poor: 

W:i/hing, that conſtant hedic of a fool; 

Caught at a court ; purg q off by purer air, 

And ſimpler diet; gifts of rural life! 

Bleſs'd be that hand divine which gently laid 

My heart at reſt, beneath this humble ſhade. 
The world's a ftately bark, on dang'rous ſeas, 
| of AV ith pleaſure ſeen, but boarded at our peril : 
| n 4 Vere, on a ſingle plank, thrown ſafe J N | 
hear the tumult of the diſtant throng, 20 poll 
ks that of ſeas remote, or dying ſtorw$$-: TY 2 


Id meditate on ſcenes, more ſilent A fiir 57 
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4 
* * 


And i 


Purſue my theme, and fight the fear of death. 
Here, like a ſhepherd gazing from his hut, 
Touching his reed, or leaning on his ſtaff, 
Eager Ambition's fiery chace I ſee; 

I ſee the circling hunt, of noiſy men, 

Burſt law's incloſure, leap the mounds of right, 
Purſuing and purſu'd, each other's prey ; 

As wolves, for rapine ; as the fox for wiles ; 
Till Death, that mighty hunter, earths them all. 
Why all this toil for triumphs of ar hour ? 
What, tho' we wade in wealth, or ſoar in fame? 
- Earth's higheſt ſtation ends in, “ Here he lies:“ 
And © duſt to duſt” concludes her nobleſt ſong. 

If this ſong lives, poſterity ſhall know 
One, tho' in Britain born, with couriers bred, 
Who thought even gold might come a day too late; 
Nor on his ſubtle death-bed plann'd his fcheme 
For future vacancies in church or ſtate; 
Some avocation deeming it to die; 
Unbit by rage canine of dying rich; 
Guilt's blunder ! and the loudeſt laugh of Bell. 
O my coevals | remnants of yourſelves ! 
Poor human ruins, tott'ring o er the grave! 
Shall we, ſhall aged men, like aged trees, 
Strike deeper their vile root, and cloſer cling, 
Still more enamour'd of this wretched foi] ? 


Trembling, at once, with eagerneſs and age ? 
With ay'rice and convulſions graſping hard! 
Graſping at air! for what has earth beſide ? 
Man wants but little; nor that little, long: 
How ſoon muſt he reſign his very duſt ; 
Which frugal Nature lent him for an hour? 
Years vnexperienc'd raſh on num'rous ills; 
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Shall our pale, wither'd hands be {till ſtretch'd out, 1 \ 
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LL 
And ſoon as man, expert from time, has found 
The key of life, it opes the gates of death. 
When in this vale of years 1 backward look, 
And miſs ſuch numbers, numbers too of ſuch, 
Firmer in health, and greener in their age, 
And ſtricter on their guard, and fitter far 
To play life's ſubtle game, I ſcarce believe 
I (till ſurvive: and am I fond of life, 
Who ſcarce can think it poſlible I live! 
Alive by miracle! or, what 1s next, 
Alive by ME: ap! it I am ſtill alive, 
Who long have bury'd what gives life to live, 
Firmneſs of nerve, and energy of thought, 
Life's lee is not more /.4//ow, than impure 
And v2pid ; Senſe and Re: ſon ſew the door, 
Call for my bier, and point me to the duſt. 
| O thou great Arbiter of life and death ! 
Nature's immortal, immaterial ſun ! 
Whoſe all-proliic beam late call'd me forth 
From darkneſs, teeming darkneſs, where I lay 
The worm's inferior, and, in rank, beneath 
The duſt I tread on, high to bear my brow, 
To drink the ſpirit of the golden day, 
And triumph in exiſtence ; and could know 
No motive, but my bliſs; and has ordain'd 
Ariſe in bleſſing! with the patriarch's joy, 
Thy call I follow to the land unknown; 
I truſt in thee, and know in whom I truſt ; 
Or life, or death, is equal; neither weighs: 
weight in this—O let me live to thee ! 
Tho! ature's terrors, 135, may be repreſs d; 
frow. a8 grim Death ; gnilt points the ty rant. 8 ſpear; | 
5 whence all human gailt? from death lor, r 


5 3 me | too long I ſet at nought the feral 
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Of friendly warnings, which around me flew; 
And ſmil'd, unſmitten: ſmall my cauſe to ſmile ! 
Death's admonitions, like ſhafts upwards ſhot, 
More dreadful by delay, the longer cre 

They ſtrike our hearts, the deeper is their wound. 
O think how deep, LoREN ZO! here it ſtings: 
Who can appeaſe its anguiſh? how it burns ! 


What hand the barb'd, envenom'd thought can draw A 
What healing hand can pour the balm of peace: 5 
And turn my ſighit undaunted on the tomb? | 0 
With joy, — with grief that healing hand I ſee ; A, 
Ah too conſpicuous! it is fix'd on high, 
On Yig, - hat means my phrenzy ? I blaſpheme ; 1 
Alas how /5w! how far beneath the ſkies ? St! 
The ſkies it form'd; and now it bleeds for me — Tl 
But bleeds the balm I want yet ſtill it bleeds. Fan 
Draw rhe dire ſtcel—Ah no! the dre bleſſing 1 : 
What heart, or can ſuſtain, or dares forego ? = 
There hangs all human lope: that nail ſupports D; 
Our falling univerſe: that gone, we drop; 6 
Horror receives us, and the diſmal with _ =o 
Creation had been ſinother'd in ker birth — Bo 
Darkneſs his curtain, and his bed the duſt ; Sh 
When ſtars and ſan are duſt beneath his throne ! of 
In heav'n vſclf can ſuch indulgence dwell ? © « 
O what a groan was there! a groan et his. "A 
He ſeiz d our dreadful richt ; the load ſuſtain'd; Ft 
And heav'd the mountain from 3 guilty world. | * . 
A thouſand w orlds, /5 bouglit, were bought too dear; = 


Senſations e in angels Uhr Big rite ; 

Suſpend their ſong, and make a pauſe in bliſs. 
O for their ſong, to reach my lofty theme! 

Inſpire me, Vzght / with all thy. tuneful ſpheres ; _ -- 

Mock * Thou / who doſt thoſe # phier es inſpire; 
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Whilſt I With Seraphs ſhare ſerapliick chemes, 
And ſhew to men, the dignity of man; 
Leſt I blaſpheme my ſubject with my ſong. 


Shall Pagan pages glow celeſtial flame, 


And Chriſtian languiſh ? On our hearts, not heads, 
Falls the foul infamy. My heart! awake; 
What can awake thee, unawak'd by 15, 


% Expended Deity on human weal ?” 


Feel the great truths, which burſt the ten-fold night 
Of Heathen error, with a golden flood 
Of endleſs day: to feel, is to be fir'd; 
And to believe, LokEnzo! is to feel. 
Thou molt indulgent, moſt tremenduous Power! 


'Still more tremenduous, for thy wond'rous love ! 


That arms, with awe more awful, thy commands ; 


And foul tranſgreſſion dips in ſevenfold gült; 


How our hearts tremble at thy love immenſe ? 

In love immenſe, inviolably jult ! 

Thou, rather than thy jz/tice ſhould be ſtain'd, 

Didlt ſtain the cro/5; and, work of wonders far 

'The greateſt, that thy deareſt far might bleed. 

Bold thought! ſhall I dare ſpeak it? or repreſs ? 
Should man more execrate or boaſt the guilt [flam'd ? 
Which rous'd ſuch vengeance ? which ſuch love in- 
O'er guilt (how mountainous ?) with outſtretch'd arms, 
Stern 7#ſtice and ſoft- ſiniling Love, embrace, 
rroering, in full majeſty, thy throne, 

When ſeem'd its majeſty to need ſupport, 

Dr that, or nan, inevitably loſt; 

Vhat, but the fathomle/s of thought divine, 


| 2 i Fold labour ſuch expedient from deſpair, 


Ind reſcue both? both reſcue ! both exalt! | 
p how are both cxalted by the deed? 
NS 5 


N N 


The CuRrSTIAN TRIUMPH. 65 


- 
FA * 
4 — 4 * 2 2 . 
gw FER. * Sov 
"© gl = = 
- 
: 


* 


66 Tus COMPLAINT. Night 4. WM 
The wond'rous deed ! or ſhall I call it more? * 'H 
A wonder in Omnipotence itſelf ! | 
A myſtery no leſs to gods than men! 

Not thus our infidels th' Eternal draw, 

A God all o'er, conſummate, abſolute, 
Full-orb'd in his whole round of rays complete : 
They ſct at odds Heaven's jarring attributes ; 
And, with one excellence, another wound ; 

Maim Heaven's perfection, break its equal beams, 
Bid Mercy triumph over—God himſelf, 
Undeify'd by their opprobrious praile : 

A God al/ mercy, is a God unjuſt. 

Ye brainleſs wits! ye baptiz'd infidels ! 

Le worſe for mending ! wafh'd to fouler ſtains ! 
The ranſom was paid down ; the fund of heaven, 
Heav'n's inc*hauſtible, exhauſted fund, 

Amazing, and amaz'd, pour'd forth the price, 
All price beyond: tho' curious to compute, 
Archangels fail'd to caſt the mighty ſum : 

Its value vaſt, ungraſp'd by minds create, 

For ever hides, and glows in the Supreme. 

And was the ranſom paid ? it was: and paid 
(What can exalt the bounty more?) for yoz. 
The ſun bcheld it—No ! the ſhocking fcene 
Drove back his chariot : midnight veil'd his face; 
Not ſuch as this ; not ſuch as Nature makes : 

A midnight, Nature ſhudder'd to behold ; 

A midnight new! a dread eclipſe (without 
Oppoſing ſpheres) from her Creator's frown ! 
Sun! didſt thou fly thy Maker's pain? or ſtart 
At that enormous load of human guilt, 1 
Which bow'd his bleſſed head; o erwhelm'd his croſs; Ot 
Made groan the centre; burſt earth's marble womb, ua 
With pangs, ſtrange pangs ! deliver'd of her dead! 
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Hell howl'd; and Heav'n that hour let fall a tear; 
Hleav'n wept, that man might ſmile! heay'nbled, that man 
Mi ght never dic !—- 
And is devotion virtue? 'Tis compell d: 
What heart of ſtone, bat glows at thoughts like theſe! 
Such contemplations mount us; and ſhould mount 
The mind ſtill higher; nor ever glance on man, 
Unraptur'd, uninffam'd.— Where roll my thoughts 
To reſt from wonders ? other wonders riſe, 
And ſtrike where-c'er they roll: my ſoul is caught: 
Heav'n's ſov'reign bleſſings cluſt'ring from the croſs, 
Raſh on her, in a throng, and cloſe her round, 0 
The pris'ner of amaze !—In his bleſt Ve, 
I ſee the path, and in his death, the price, 
And in his great aſceut, the proof ſupreme 
Of immortality.—And did he ric ? 
Hear, O ye nations ! hear it, O ye dead! pe 
He roſe ! he roſe ! he burit the bars of death. | 
Lift up your heads, ye everlaſting gates ! | 
And give the King of glory to come in : 
Who 1s the King of glory ? He who left | 
His throne of glory, for the pang of death. } 
Lift up your heads, ye everlaſting gates ! 
And give the King of glory to come in. 
Who is the King of glory ? He who flew 
The rav'nous foe, that gorg'd all human race! 
The King of glory, He, whoſe glory fill'd 
Heav'n with amazement at his love to man; 
And with divine complacency beheld 
—Fow'rs moſt illumin'd wilder'd in the theme. 
r he theme, the joy, how then ſhall man ſaſtain ? 
: the burſt gates! cruſh'd ſting! demoliſh'd throne :? 
Had of DOE Death. Shout earth co 
Is 9; [TA 
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This /um of good to man: whoſe nature, then, 

Took wing, and mounted with him from the tomb. 

Then, then, ] roſe ; then firſt h:ymanity 

Triumphant pafs'd the cryſtal ports of light, 

(Stupenduous gueſt !) and ſeiz'd eternal youth; 

Seiz' d in or name. E'er fince, 'tis blaſphemous 

To call man mortal. Man's mortality 


Was, then, transferr'd to death; and heav'n's duration 


Unalienably feal'd to this frail frame, 
This child of duſt.— Man, all immortal! hail; 
Hail, Heav'n! all-lavith of ſtrange gifts to man! 
Thine all the glory: man's the boundleſs bliſs. 
Where am I rapt by this-triumphant theme, 
On Chriſtian joy's exulting wing, above 
Th' 42:47 mount!—Alas, ſmall cauſe for joy! 
Whot if to pain immortal ? If extent 
Of being to preclude a cloſe of wo ! 
Where, then, my boaſt of immortality ? 
J boaſt it fill, tho' cover'd o'er with guilt: 
For guilt, not innocence, his life he pour'd-; 
*T15 guilt alone can juſlify lus death; 
Nor that, unleſs his death can juſtify 
Relenting guilt in Heav'n's indulgent fight. 
If, ſick of folly, I relent; he writes 
My name in lreav'n, with that inverted ſpear 
(A ſpear deep-dipt in blood :) which pierc'd his fide, 
And open'd there a font for all mankind 


Who ſtrive, who combat crimes, to drink, and live: 


This, only 25% ſubdues the fear of death. 
And what is this Survey the wond'rous cure; 
And at each ſtep, let higher wonder rile ! 

„% Pardon for infinite offence ! and pardon ; 


« Thro' means that ſpeak its value infinite ! 


« A pardon bought with blood: with blood divinet 


1 
* 
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K = With blood divine of Him I made my foe ! 
{6c Perſiſted to provoke ! tho woo'd, and aw'd, 


« Bleſt, and chaſtiz'd, a flagrant rebel {till ! 
& A rebel midſt the thunders of his throne ! 
& Nor J alone, a rebel univerſe ! | 

«© My ſpecies up in arms! not one exempt ! 
c Yet for the fouleſt of the foul, he dies: 


A 


* Moſt joy'd, for the redeem'd from deepeſt guilt 
% As if our race were held of higheſt rank 


«© And Godhead dearer, as more kind to man!“ 
Bound, every heart! and every boſom, burn! 

Oh what a ſcale of miracles is here ! 

Its loweſt round, high-planted on the ſkies ; 

Its tow'ring ſummit loſt beyond the thought 


Of man or angel: Oh that I could climb 
The wonderful aſcent, with equal praiſe ! 


Praiſe ! flow for ever, (if aſtoniſhment 


Will give thee leave), my praiſe ! for ever flow x | 


Praiſe ardent, cordial, conſtant, to high Heav'n 
More fragrant, than Arabia ſacriſic'd; 
And all her ſpicy mountains in a flame. 


So dear, ſo due to Heav'n, ſhall Praiſe deſcend 
With her ſoft plume, (from p/an ſive angels wing 


Firſt pluck'd by man), to tickle mortal ears, 


Thus diving in the pockets of the great ! 


Is Prai/e the perquiſite of ev'ry paw, 
Tho' black as hell, that grapples well for gold! 


Oh love of gold, thou meaneſt of amours! 


Shall Praiſe her odours waſte no Virtue's dead, 


Inbalm the baſe, perfume the ſtench of guilt, 
ern dirty bread by waſhing £:hiops fair, 
mor ing lth, or ſinking it from ſight, 

5 avenger in ſceneſ, where vacant poſts, 
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Like. gibbets yet untenanted, expect 

Their future ornaments ? From courts and thrones, 

Return, apoſtate Praiſe / thou vagabond ! 

Thoa proſtitute! to thy firſt love return, 

Thy firſt, thy greateſt, once unrivall'd theme. 
There flow redundant; like Meander flow, 

Back to thy fountain; to that parent Pow'r, 

Who gives the tongue to ſound, the thought to ſoar, 

The ſoul to be. Men homage pay to men, 

Thoughtleſs beneath whoſe dreadful eye they bow 

In mutual awe profound, of clay to clay, 

Of guilt to guilt, and turn their backs on thee, 

Great Sire! whom thrones celeſtial ceaſeleſs {ing ; 

To proſtrate angels, an amazing ſcene ! 

O the preſumption of man's awe for man 

Man's author! end! reſtorer ! law! and judge! 


Thine, all; day thine, and thine this gloom of ght; 


With all her wealth, with all her radiant worlds: 
What, night eternal, but a frown from thee ? 
What, heav'n's meridian glory, but thy ſmile ? 
And ſhall not Prai/e be thine ? not human praiſe ? 
While heav'n's high hoſt on Halieujabs live? 

Oh may I breathe no longer than I breathe 
My ſoul in praiſe to him who gave my ſoul, 
And all her infinite of proſpect fair, 
Cat through the ſhades of hell, great Love / by thee, 
Oh moſt adorable ! moft unador'd ! 


Where ſhall that praiſe begin, which ne'er ſhould end? 


Where-e'cr I turn, what claim on all applauſe! 
How 18 NVight's fable mantle labour'd o'er ? 
How richly wrought with attributes divine ! ? 


What wi/dor ſhines ? what /ove This midnight-pemp; . 


This gorgeous arch, with golden worlds inlaid; 
in wich divinc ambition! nonght to thee; - 


Night 4. 
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For others this proſuſion: thou, apart, 
Above, beyond! oh tell me, mighty Mind! 
Where art thou ? Shall I dive into the deep? 
Call to the ſx, or aſk the roaring winds 
+ For their Creator ? ſhall I queſtion loud 
The thunder, if in that th' Almighty dwells ? 
Or holds uE furious forms in ſtreighten'd reins, 
And bids fierce whir/winds wheel his rapid car ? 
What mean theſe queſtions ? —Trembling I retra& ;_ 
My proſtrate foul adores the preſent God: 
. Praiſe I a diſtant Deity ? He tunes 
My voice (if tun'd) ; the nerve that writes, ſuſtains; 
Wrapp'd in his being, I reſound his praife. | 
But though paſt a// diffus'd, without a ſhore, 
His eſſence; /ocal is his throne, (as meet), 
To gather the diſpers'd, (as ſtandards call 
„ The liſted from afar), to fix a point, 
A central point, collective of his ſons, 
Since finite ev'ry nature but his own. 
The nameleſs He, whoſe nod is Nature's birth; 
And Nature's ſhield, the ſhadow of his hand? 
Her diſſolution, his ſuſpended ſmile ; 
The great Fir//-Laſi ! pavilion'd high he fits 
In darkneſs, from exceſſive fplendor, borne 
By gods unſcen, unleſs through luſtre loſt. 
q His glory, to created glory, bright; 
As that to central horrors ; he looks down 
d? On all that ſoars ; and ſpans immenſity, 
ZFhoogh Night unnumber'd worlds unfolds to view, 
* creation ! what art thou? A beam, 
gameer effluvium of his majeſty: 
d ſhall an atom of this atom- world, | FOES, 
ier, in duſt and fin, the theme of n | | 
| A. to the centre ſhould I fend my thought. F 


">; — 
8 
- 4 PP To © 


72 Tur COMPLAINT. Night 4 


Through beds of glitt'ring ore, aud glowing gems, 
Their beggar'd blaze wants luſtre for my lay; 

Goes out in darkneſs. If, on tow'ring wing, 

I ſend it thro' the boundleſs vault of ſtars ; 

The ſtars, tho' rich, what droſs their gold to 7hee, 

Great! good! wiſe ! wonderful! eternal King! 

If to thofe conſcious ſlars thy throne around, 

Praiſe ever-pouring, and imbibing bliſs, 

And aſk their ſtrain ; they want it, more they want ; 

Poor their abundance, humble their ſublime, 

Languid their energy, their ardour cold, 

Indebted till, their higheſt rapture burns; 

Short of its mark, defective, tho' divine. 


Still more,—This theme is man's, and man's alone; 
Their vaſt appointments reach it not; they ſee 


On earth a bounty not indulg'd on high ; 

And downward look for heaven's ſuperior praiſe ! 
Firſt-born of #ther ! high in fields of light ! 
View man, to ſee the glory of your God! 
Could angels envy ; they had envy'd here ; 

And ſome did envy ; and the reſt, though gods, 
Yet ſtill gods wrredeem'd (there triumphs man, 
Tempted to weigh the duſt againſt the ſkies) 


They lefs would feel, though more adorn, my tkeme. 


They ſung Creation, (for in that they ſhar'd) ; 
How rofe in melody that child of love ? 
Creation's great ſuperior, man is thine; 

Thine is redemption ; they juſt gave the key, 
*Tis thine to raiſe, and enternize, the ſong ; 
Thovgh human, yet divine; for ſt ovld not 757, 
Raiſe man o'er man, and kindle ſeraphs here? 
Redemption] twas creation more ſublime ; 
Redemption ! twas the labour of the ſkies ; 

Far more than'labour—Tt was death in heav'n. 


3 


— „ 


— 
2 — Sa 4 _— 
* ir . —_ ' Cd 
$4 — 1 F . > 
n wu r \ 
* * 4.4 „ * 4 . 


* 


The CHRTSsTIAN TRIUMPH. 73 


Atruth ſo ſtrange ! twere bold to think it true, 
B , If not far bolder ftill, to diſbelieve. 
X Here pauſe, and ponder : Was there death in heav'n! i? 
* What then on earth? on earth which {truck the blow ? 
Who ſtruck it ? who?— O how is man enlarg'd 
geen through this medium? how the pigmy tow'rs! | 
How counterpois'd his origin from duſt ! 
How counterpois'd, to duſt his ſad return! 
How voided his vaſt diſtance from the ſkies ! 
How near he preſſes on the ſeraph's wing 
Which is the ſeraph? which the born of clay? 
How this demonitrates, through the thickeſt cloud 
Of guilt and clay condens'd, the ſon of heav'n ? 
The double ſon ; the made, and the re-m ade ! 
And ſhall heav'n's double property be loſt ? 
Man's double madneſs only can deſtroy. 
To man the bleeding croſs has promis'd a// 
The bleeding croſs has ſworn eternal grace; 
Who gave his life, what grace ſhall he deny? 
O ye! who from this rock of ages, leap 
Apoſtates, plunging headlong in the deep ! 
What cordi.l joy, what conſolation ſtrong, 
Whatever winds ariſe, or billows roll, 
Our iat'reſt in the maſter of the ſtorm ? 
Cling there, and in wreck'd Nature's ruins Vini 
While vile apoſtates trem5/ec in a calm. | 5 
Man! know thyſelf. - AU wiſdom centres there. 
b To none man ſeems ignoble, but to man; | 
"Is that grandeur, man o'erlook, admire : 
ow long ſhall human nature be their book, 
" rate mortal! and wzread by thee ?. $3 
The beam dim Reafon ſheds ſhews wonders there ; 5 
hat high contents ? illuſtrious facultics! 1 1 
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put the grand Comment, which i difglays at . f 
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Our human height, ſcarce ſever'd from divine, 
By heav'n compos'd, was publiſh'd on the r 9 
Who looks on that, and ſecs not in himſelf 

An awful ſtranger, a terreſtrial god! 

A glorious partner with the Deity 

In that high atribute, immortal life! 

If a god bleeds, he bleeds not for a worm: 

I gaze, and, as I gaze, my mounting foul 
Catches ſtrange fire, Eternity! at thee, 

And drops the world or rather, more enjoys: 
How chang'd the face of nature! how improv'd! 
What ſeem'd a chaos, ſhines a glorious worid, 
Or, what a world, in Fden; heiphten'd all! 
It is another ſcene ! another ſelf ! 

And ſtill another, as Time rolls along ; 

And that a /e, far more illuſtrious ſtill. 
Beyond long ages, yet roll'd up in ſhades, 
Unpierc'd by bold Conjecture's keeneſt ray, 
What evolutions of ſurpriſing fate! 

How Nature opens, and receives my ſoul 


In boundleſs walks of raptur'd thought! where gods 


Encounter, and embrace me ! what new births 
Of ſtrange adventure, foreign to the ſun, 
Where what now charms, perhaps, whate'er exiſts, 
Old Time, and fair Creation, are forgot! 
Is this extravagant? Of man we form 

Extravagant conception, to be juft: 

Conception unconfin'd wants wings to reach him : 
Beyond its reach, the Godhead only, more. 

He the great Father ! kindled at one flame 

The world of rationals ; one ſpirit pour'd 

From ſpirit's awful fountain; pour'd himſelf 
Through all their ſouls ; but not in equal ſtream, 
Profuſe, or frugal, of th' inſpiring God, 
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As his wiſe plan demanded; and when paſt 
44 Their various trials, in their various ſpheres, 
b If they continue rational, as made, 
Reſorbs them all into himſelf again; 
His throne their centre, and his ſmile their crown. 
Why doubt we, then, the glorious truth to ſing, 
Though yet unſurg, as deem'd perhaps too bold? 


Angels are men of a ſuperior kind ; 

Angels arc men in lighter habit clad, 

High o'er celeſtial mountains wing'd in flight; 
And men are angels loaded for an hour, 

Who wade this miry vale, and climb with pain, 
And ſlipp'ry ſtep, the bottom of the ſteep : 
Angels their failings, mortals have their praiſe ; 
While here, of corps ethereal, ſuch enroll'd, 
And ſummon'd to the glorious ſtandard ſoon, 
Which flames eternal crimſon thro” the ſkies. 
Nor are our brothers thoughtleſs of their kin, 
Yet abſent ; but not abſent from their love. 
Michael has fought our battles ; Raphael ſung 
Our triumphs ; Cabriel on our errands flown, 
Sent by the SOVEREIGN : and are theſe, O man! 
Thy friends, thy warm allies? and thou (ſhame burn 
The cheek to cinder) rival to the brute ? 

Religion's all. Deſcending from the ſkies 

To wretched man, the goddeſs in her left 

Holds out this world, and in her right, the next ; 

Religion! the ſole voucher man is man; 


La IT ſole of man above himſelt ; 


n in this night of frailty, change, and death, 
e gives the ſoul a ſoul that acts a god. 
N Religion | providence ! an after-ſtate ! 


Cw 
re is firm footing ; here is ſolid rock; 


= 4 is can ſupport us; all is ſea beſides; | ; 
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Sinks under us; beſtorms, and then devours. 
His hand the good man faſtens on the ſkies, 
And bids earth roll, nor feels her idle whirl. 

As when a wretch, from thick, polluted air, 
Darkneſs, and ſtench, and ſuffocating damps, 
And dungeon horrors, by kind fate, diſcharg'd, 
Climbs ſome fair eminence, where æther pure 
Surrounds him, and Eh ſian proſpects riſe, 

His heart exults, his ſpirits caſt their load, 

As if new-born, he triumphs in the change; 

So joys the ſoul, when from inglorious aims, 
- And ſordid ſweets, from feculence and froth 

Of ties terreſtrial, ſet at large, ſhe mounts, 

To Reaſor's region, her own element, 

Breathes hopes immortal, and affects the ſkics. 

Religion thou the ſoul of happineſs ; 

And, groaning Ga/vary, of thee ! there ſhine 

The nobleſt truths ; here ſtrongeſt motives ſting ! 

There ſacred violence aſſaults the ſoul ; 

There nothing but comp !ſior is forborn. 

Can love allure us ? or-can terror awe ? 

He weeps !—the falling drop puts out the ſun ; 

He ſighs !—the ſigh earth's deep foundation ſhakes. 
If, in his love, ſo terrible, what then 

His wrath inflam'd ? his tenderneſs on fire ? 

Like ſoft, ſmooth oil, outblazing other fires ? 

Can prayer, can praiſe avert it? — Thou, my a/// 
My theme! my inſpiration ! and my crown! 

My ſtrength in age! my riſe in low eſtate ! 

My ſaul's ambition, pleaſure, wealth ! —my world! 

My light in darkneſs ! and my life in death! 

My boaſt through time! bliſs through eternity ! 

Eternity, too ſhort to ſpeak thy praiſe! 

Or fathom thy profound of love to man ! 
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ro man, of men the meaneſt, ev'n to me; 
My ſacrifice ! my God what things are theſe ! 
What then art rhov! by what name ſhall I call thee? 
"Knew 1 the name devout archangels uſe, 

Devout archangels ſhould the name enjoy, 

By me unrivall'd ; thouſands more ſublime, 

None half fo dear, as that, which though unſpoke, 
Still glows at heart: O how omnipotence 

Is loſt in love? Thou great PHILANTHROPIST ! 
Father of angels! but the friend of man! 

Like Jacob, fondeſt of the younger born ! 

Thou, who didſt ſave him, ſnatch the ſmoking brand 
From out the flames, and quench it in thy blood ! 
How art thou pleas'd, by bounty to diſtreſs! 

To make us groan beneath our gratitude, 

Too big for birth ! to favour, and confound ; 

To challenge, and to diſtance all return ! 

Of lavith love ſtupendous heights to ſoar, 

And leave praiſe panting in the diſtant vale ? 

Thy ſriglit too great defrauds thee of thy due; 

And ſacrilegious our ſablimeſt ſong. 

But ſince the naked . obtains thy ſmile, 
Beneath this monument of praiſe #uzpaid, 

And future life ſymphonious to my ſtrain, 

(That nobleit hymn to heay'n!) for ever lie 

Intomb'd my fear of Death ! and ev'ry fear, 
| The dread of ey'ry evil, but thy frown. 

> Whom fee I yonder, fo demurely ſinile ? 
Laughter a labour, and might break their reſt, 

d! e Wuietiſts, in homage to the ſkies ! | 
rene! of ſoft addreſs ! who mildly make 3 
In unabſtruſive tender of your hearts, [lu 
bhorring violence! who halt indeed; 
2 oy, 0 
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But for the bleſſing, wreſile not with heav'n! 
Think you my ſong too turbulent ? too warm ? 
Are paſſions, then, the Pagans of the ſoul ? 
Reaſon alone baptiz d? alone ordain'd 
To touch things ſacred ? Oh for warmer ſtill! 
_ Guilt chills my zeal, and age benumbs my pow'rs ; 
Oh for an humbler heart, and prouder ſon g 
Tnov, my much injur'd theme ! with that ſoft eye 
Which melted o'er doom'd Salem, deign to look 
Compaſſion to the coldneſs of my breaſt, 
And pardon to the winter in my ſtrain. 

Oh ye cold-hearted, frozen formaliſis ! 
On ſuch a theme tis impious to be calm; 
Paſſion is reaſon, tranſport temper here, 
Shall heav'n, which gave us ardour, and has ſhewn + 
Her own for man ſo ſtrongly, not diſdain "Th 
What ſmooth emollients in theology | 
Recumbent Virtue's downy doctors preach, 
That proſe of piety, a lukewarm praiſe ? 
Riſe odours ſweet from incenſe #u77famn'd ? 
Devotion, when lukewarm, is undevout ; 
But when it glows, its heat is ſtruck to heav'n; 
To human hearts her golden harps are ſtrung ; 
High heav'n's orcheſtra chaunts Amen to man. 

Hear I, or dream I hear, their diſtant ſtrain, - 
Sweet to the ſoul, and taſting ſtrong of heav'n, 
Soft-wafted on celeſtial Pity's plume, 

Through the vaſt ſpaces of the univerſe, 

To cheer me in this melancholy gloom ? 

Oh when will Death (now ſtingleſs), like a friend, 
Admit me of their choir ? Oh when will Death, 
This mould'ring, old partition-wall throw down, 
Give beings, one in nature, one abode ? 
Oh death divine ! that giv ſt us to the ſkies! 
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Great future! glorious Patron of the paſt, 
And preſent ! when ſhall I thy ſhrine adore ? 
From Nature's continent, immenſely wide, 
Immenſely bleſs'd, this little e of life, 
This dark, incarcerating co/92y, | 
Divides us. Happy day ! that breaks our chain ; 
That manumits; that calls from exile home; 
That leads to Nature's great metropolis, 
And re-admits us, through the guardiaz hand 
Of elder brothers, to our Father's throne ; 
Who hears our Advocate, and, through his wounds 
Beholding man, allows that tender nauie. 
*Tis this makes Chriſliau triumph a command: 
n Tis this makes joy a dzty, to the wiſe: 
'Tis impious, in a good man, to be ſad. 
Seeſt thon, LoREnzo ! where hangs all our hope! 
Touch'd by the cre/5, we live, or more than die: 
That tone which toueh'd not angels; more divine 
Than that which touch'd confuſion into form, 
And darkneſs into glory; partial t0z7ch / 
. > Ineffably pre-eminent regard! 
Sacred to man, and ſovereign through the whole 
Long golden chain of miracles, which hangs 
From heav'n through all duration, and ſupports, 
In one illuſtrious ad amazing plan, 
Thy welfare, Nature / and thy God's renown : 

That touch, with charm celeſtial, heals the ſoul 8 
Diſeas'd, drives pain from guilt, lights life in death, 
Turns earth to heav'n, to heav nly thrones transforny\is 

he ghaitly ruins of the mould' ring tomb. \ 
Doſt aſk me when ? — When nt who dy'd returns ; 
Returns, how chang'd ! where then the man of wo ? 
* 3 In glory's terrors all the Godhead burns: 5 
an | 'G 2 
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And alt his courts, exhauſted by the tide 
Of deities triumphant in his train, | | 
Leave a {tupendous ſolitude in heaven ; 3 
Repleniſh'd ſoon, repleniſh'd with increaſe I 
Of pomp, and multitude; a radiant band 5 
Of angels new; of angels from the f. Ly | I 

Is this by fancy thrown remote? and riſe N 
Dark doubts between the promiſe, and event! L 
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I ſend thee not to volumes for thy cure; V 

i Read Nature; Nature is a friend to truth; — 

1 Nature is Chriſtian; preaches to mankind ; NM 

| And bids dead matter aid us in our creed. N 
Haſt thou ne'er ſeen the comet's flaming flight ? 

Th' illuſtrious ſtranger paſſing, terror ſheds M 

On gazing nations, from his fiery train Al 

Of length enormous, takes his ample round 4 

Through deeps of æther; coaſts unnumber'd worlds, RR 

Of more than ſolar glory; doubles wide W 

Hcav'n's mighty cape; and then reviſits earth, Ar 

From thc long travel of a thouſand years. O¹ 

Thus, at the deſtin'd period, ſhall return Al 

He, once on earth, who bids the comet blaze; 4 

And, with him, a// our triumph o'er the tomb. 4 Ke 

Nature is dumb on this important point; Th 

Or hope precarious in low whiſpers breathes ; Re 

Faith (peaks aloud, diſtin ; ev'n adders hear, Th 

Dat turn, and dart into the dark again. | Im 

Faith builds a bridge acroſs the gulf of death, WI 

To break the ſhock blind Nature cannot ſhun, . 

And lands thought ſmoothly on the farther ſhore. . 


Death's terror is the mountain Faith removes; 
That mountain- barrier between man and peace. 
»Tis Faith diſarms deſtruction; and abſulves 
From ev'ry clam'rous charge the guiltleſs tomb. 
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| Why diſbdlieve? Loxgxzo !—Reaſon bid, 
© All- ſacred Reaſun! — Hold her ſacred {till ; 

Nor ſhalt thou want a rival in thy flame : 

All ſacred Reaſon ! ſource, and ſoul, of all 

Demanding praiſe, on earth, or earth above! 

My heart is thine : deep in its inmoſt folds, - 

Live thou with life; live dearer of the two. 

Wear I the bleſſed croſs, by fortune ſtamp'd 

On paſiive Nature, before thought was born ? 

My birth's blind bigot ! fir'd with local zeal ! 

No; Reaſon re-baptiz'd me when adult; 

Weigh'd true and falſe in her impartial ſcale; 

My heart became the convert of my head ; 

And made that choice, which once was but my fate. 

% On argument alone my faith is built:“ 

Reaſon purſu'd is Faith; and, unpurſu'd 

Where proof invites, 'tis reaſon, then, no more; 

And ſuch our proof, that, or our Faith is right, 

Or Reaſon lies, and Heav'n deſign'd it wrozg : 

Abſolve we this ? what, then, 1s blaſphemy ? 

Fond as we are, and juſtly. fond of Faith, 

Keaſou, we grant, demands our firſt regard; 

The mother honour'd, as the daughter dear: 

Reaſon the root, fair Faith is but the flower; 

The fading flow'r ſhall die; but Reaſo7: lives 

Immortal, as ber father in the ſkies. 

When Faith is virtue, Reaſon makes it ſo. 

Wrong not the Chriſtian ; think not reaſon yours 's 
Tis Rea/on our great Maſter holds ſo dear; 
is Reaſon's injur'd rights his wrath reſents ; 

FE is Reaſor's voice obey'd his glory's crown; 
1 Fc give loſt - Reaſon life, he pour'd his own: 
lese, and ſhew the reaſon of a man; 
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Believe, and taſte the pleaſure of a God ; 
Believe, and look with triumph on the tomb: 
Thro' Reaſon's wounds alone thy Faith can die; 
Which dying, tenfold terror gives to death, 
And dips in venom his twice-mortal ſting. 


Learn hence what honours, what loud Perans, due 


To thoſe who puſh our antidlote aſide; 

Thoſe boaſted friends to Rea u, and to man, 
Whoſe fatal love ſtabs ev'ry joy, and leaves 
Death's terror heighten'd, gnawing on his heart. 
Thefe pompous ſons of Reaſon idoliz'd, 

And vilify'd at once ; of reafon dead, 

Then deify'd, as monarchs were of old: 

What conduct plants proud laurels on their brow ? 
While /ove of truth through all their camp reſounds, 
They draw Pride's curtain o'er the noontide-ray, 
Spike up their inch of reaſon, on the point 

Of philoſophic wit, ca//*d argument; 

And then, exulting in their taper, cry, 

« Behold the ſun;“ and, Indian-Iike, adore. 

Talk they of morals? O thou bleeding Love! 
Thou maker of new morals to mankind ! 

The grand morality is love of thee. 

As wiſe as SOCRATES, if fuch they were, 
(Nor will they bate of that fublime renown}, 
As wiſe as SOcRarTEs, might juſtly ſtand 
The definition of a modern fool. 

A CHRxSTIAN is the higheſt ſtyle of man. 
And is there, who the blefied crofs wipes off, 
As a foul blot, from his diſhonour'd brow ? 
If angels tremble, tis at fuch a fight: 


The wretch they quit, defponding of their charg 4 - i of 


More {truck with grief or wonder, who can tell? 
PP aa ro ſenſe! ye citizens of d 
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0 For ſuch alone the Chriſtian banner fly), 
Know ye how wiſe your choice, how great your gain 4 
*Bchold the picture of earth's happieſt man: 
« He calls his wiſh, it comes ; he ſends it back, 
4% And ſays, he call'd another; that arrives, 
« Meets the fame welcome; yet he {till calls on; 
& Till one calls him, who varies not his call, 
c But holds him faſt, in chains of darkneſs bound, 
« Till Nature dies, and judgment ſets him free; 
« A freedon far leſs welcome than his chain.“ 
But grant man happy ; grant him happy long ; 
And to life's higheſt prize her lateſt hour; 
That hour, fo late, is nimble in approach, 
That, like a poſt, comes on in full career : | 
How ſwift the ſhuttle flies, that weaves thy ſhroud ! 
W here 1s the fable of thy former years ? 
Thrown down the gulf of Time; as far from thee 
As they had ne'er been thine ; the day in hand, 
Like a bird {truggling to get looſe, is going ; 
Scarce now pofleſs'd, ſo ſuddenly 'tis gone; 
And each ſwift moment fled, is death advanc'd 
By ſtrides as ſwift : Eternity is all; 
And whoſe eternity; who triumphs there? 
Bathing for ever in the font of blifs ! 
For ever baſking in the Deity ! 
Torenzo! who ?—Thy conſcience ſhall reply. 
O give it leave to ſpeak ; 'twill ſpeak ere long, 
Thy leave unaſk'd : LoxEnzo ! hear it now, 
While uſeful its advice, its accent mild, 
Sy the great edi, the divine decree, 
Fs 1448 [714th is depoſited with man's /aſt hour ; 
n bhoneſt hour, and faithful to her truſt ; 
„, eldeſt daughter of the Deity ! 
ay eh. of his council, when he made the worlds; 


— 
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Nor leſs, when he ſhall judge the worlds he made; i 


Though ſilent long, and fleeping ne'cr ſo ſound, 
Smother'd with errors, and oppreſs'd with toys, 
That heav'n commiſſion'd hour no ſooner calls, 
But from her cavern in the foul's abyſs, 

Like him they fable under tua whelm'd, 

The goddeſs burſts in thunder, and in flame; 
Loudly convinces, and ſeverely pains. 

Dark demon, I diſcharge, and ra- ſtings; 
The keen vibration of bright Trul h- is hell: 
Juſt definition! though by ſchools untaught. 

Ye deaf to truth! peruſe this parſon'd page, 
And truſt, for once, a prophet, and a prieſt; 


« Men may live fools, but focls they cannot die.“ 


NIGHT TAZ FIFTH. 
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Humbly Inſcribed 


To the Rt Hon. the Earl of L1TCHFIELD. 


Ortxzo ! to recriminate is juſt. 
Fondneſs for fame is avarice of air. 
I grant the man is vain who writes for praiſe. 
Praiſe no man e'er deſerv'd, who ſought no more. 


As juſt thy ſecond charge. I grant the Muſe 
Has often bluſh'd at her degen'rate ſons, 


Ketain'd by Sez/e to plead her filthy cauſe ; 
To raiſe the low, to magnify the mean, 


'We wear the chains of P/eaſure, and of Pride. 


: 


eure embraces : man would both enjoy, 
2 - 1 


But Peaſure, lark- like, neſts upon the ground. 


And ſubtilize the groſs into refin'd: 

As if to magic numbers pow'rful charm 

?T was giv'n, to make a civet of their ſong 
Obſcene, and ſweeten ordure to perfume. 


Wit, a true Pagan, deiſies the brute, 


And lifts our ſwine-enjoyments from the mire: 
The fact notorious, nor obſcure the eauſe. 


The/e ſhare the man; and theſe diſtract him too; 
Draw diff rent ways, and claſh in their commands. 
Pride, like an eagle, builds among the ſtars ; 


Joys ſhar'd by brute-creation, Pride reſents:; 


oy yl 


ad both at once A point how hard to- gain! 


what can't Wit, when ſtung by ſtrong deſire I 
Th : . 
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Wit dares attempt this arduous enterpriſe. 
Since joys of Senſe can't riſe to Reaſon's taſte, | 
In ſubtle Sophiſtry's laborious forge, | 
Wit hammers out a reaſon new, that ſtoops | 
To ſordid ſcenes, and meets them with applauſe, 
Wit calls the graces the chaſte zone to looſe ; 
Nor leſs than a Pump god to fill the bowl: 
A thouſand phantoms, and a thouſand ſpells, 
A thouſand opiates ſcatters, to delude, 
To faſcinate, inebriate, lay aſleep, 
And the fool'd mind delightfully confound. 
Thus that which ſhock'd the jadgmert, ſhocks no more, 
That which gave Pride offence, no more offends, 
Pleaſure and Pride, by nature mortal foes, 
At war eternal, which in man ſhall reign, 
By Wit's addreſs, patch up a fatal peace, 
And hand in hand lead on the rank debauch, 
From rank refin'd to delicate and gay. 
Art, curſed Art! wipes off th' indebted bluſh 
From Nature's check, and bronzes every ſhame. 
Man ſmiles in ruin, glories in his guilt, 
And Infamy ſtands candidate for praiſe. 

All write by man in favour of the ſoul, 
Theſe ſenſual ethics far, in bulk, tranſcend. 
The flow'rs of eloquence, profuſely pour'd Dr 
O'er ſpotted Vice, fill half the letter'd world. Th 
Can pow'rs of genius exorciſe their page, 4 
And confecrate enormities with ſong ? 

But let not theſe inexpiable ſtrains 
Condemn the muſe that knows her dignity; _ 
Nor meanly ſtops at Time, but holds the world 
As tis in Nature's ample field, a point, 

A point in her eſteem ; from whence to ſtart, 
And run the round of univerſal ſpace, 
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be 1 
1 0 viſit being univerfal there, 


And being's ſource, that utmoſt flight of mind ! 
14 * ſpite of this ſo vaſt circumference, 


ell knows, but what is era, nought is great. 
ng /3rens only? do not angels ſing ? 
There is in Po a decent pride, 
Which well becomes her when ſhe ſpeaks to Proſe 
Her younger {15ers haply not more wiſe. 
Think'ſt thou, LoRenzo ! to find paſtimes here? 
No guilty paſſion blown into a flame, 
No foible flatter'd, dignity diſgrac'd, 
No fairy field of fiction, all on flow'r, 
re, No rainbow colours, here, or ſilken tale; 
But ſolemn counſels, images of awe, 
Truths, which eternity lets fall on man 
With double weight, thro” theſe revolving ſpheres, 
This death-ſleep ſilence, and incumbent ſhade : 
Thoughts, ſach as ſhall reviſit your laſt hour; 
Viſit uncall'd, and live when life expires; 
And thy dark pencil, Midnight ! darker (till 
In melancholy dipt, embrowns the whole. 
Vet this, ev'n this, my langhter-loving friends 
T.oxtenzo! and thy brothers of the ſmile! 
If what imports you molt, can moſt engage, 
Shall ſteal your ear, and chain you to my ſong. 
Or if you fail me, know, the wiſe ſhall taſte 
The truths I fing ; the truths I ſing ſhall feel; 
And, feeling, give aſſent; and their aſſent 
& ample recompence ; is more than praiſe. 
| 73 But chiefly thine, O LiTcnFiELD ! nor miſtake; 
4 5 Think not unintroduc'd I force my way: 
# 4 ARCISSA, not unknown, not unally'd, _- 
by virtue, or by blood, illuſtrious youth! 
0 thee, from blooming amaranthine bow? . 
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Where all the language Harmony, deſcends 

Uncall'd, and aſks admittanee for the muſe : 

A muſe that will not pain thee with thy praiſe ; 

Thy praiſe ſhe drops, by ber ſtill inſpir'd. 

O thou ! bleſs'd Spirit! whether the ſupreme, 
Great antemundane Father ! in whoſe breaſt 
Embryo creation, unborn being, dwelt, 

And all its various revolutions roll'd 

Preſent, tho' future; prior to themſelves ; 

Whoſe breath can blow it into nought again : 

Or, from his throne ſome delegated pow'r, 

Who, ſtudious of our peace, doſt turn the thought 
From vain and vile, to ſolid and ſublime! 


Unſeen thou lead'ſt me to delicious draughts H. 
Of inſpiration, from a purer ſtream, N. 
And fuller of the God, than that which burſt T1 
From fam'd Caſtalia : nor is yet allay'd 3 
My ſacred thirſt; though long my ſoul has rang'd * 
Through pleaſing paths of moral and divine, 7 
By Thee ſuſtain'd, and lighted by the „ar,. EF. 
By them beſt lighted are the paths of Thorght ; * 
Nights are their days, their moſt illumin'd hours. 0 
By day, the ſoul, o' erborne by life's career, 5 All 
Stunn'd by the din, and giddy with the glare, Ne 
Reels far from reaſon, joſtled by the throng. In 
By day the ſoul is paſſive, all her thoughts 4. 
Impos'd, precarious, broken, ere mature. 7 
By night, from objects free, from paſſion cool, „Inc 
Thoughts uncontroul'd and unimpreſs'd, the birthy 2 


Of pure election, arbitrary range, 
Not to the limits of one world confin'd ; 
But from ethereal travels light on earth, 
As voyagers drop anchor, for repoſe. 
Let Indians, and the gay, like Indians, fond 
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Of feather'd fopperies, the ſun adore: 
; Darkneſs has more divinity for me; 
It ſtrikes thought inward ; it drives back the ſoul 
To ſettle on herſelf, our point ſupreme! 
There lies our theatre: there ſits our judge. 
Darkneſs the curtain drops o'er life's dull ſcene; 
»Tis the kind hand of Providence ſtretch'd out 
Twixt man and vanity ; tis Xeaſon's reign, 
And Virtue 's too; theſe tutelary ſhades 
Are man's % lum from the tainted throng. 
Night is the good man's friend, and guardian too ; 
It no leſs re/ces virtue, than zus. 
Virtue, for ever frail, as fair, below, 
Her tender nature ſuffers in the croud, 
Nor touches on the world, without a ſtain : 
The world's infectious ; few bring back at eve, 
Immaculate, the manners of the morn. 
Something we thought, is blotted ; we reſolv'd, 
Is ſhaken; we renounc'd, returns again. 
Each /#/:tatioz may ſlide in a fin 
Unthought before, or fix a former flaw. 
Nor is it ſtrange: /ight, motion, concourſe, noi ſe, 
All, ſcatter us abroad; thought, outward bound, 
Neglectful of our home-affairs, flies off 
In fume and diſſipation, quits her charge, 
And leaves the breaſt unguarded to the foe. 
Preſent example gets within our guard, 
„And acts with dozb/e force, by few repell'd. 
£nbition fires ambition; /ove of gain ® 
rrikes, like a peſtilence, from breaſt to breaſt ; 
2 4A zot, pride, perfidy, blue vapours breathe ; 
| * 5 E. nd inbumanlty is caught from man; 
> rom Imiling man, A Ms. a ſingle aner, g 
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And ſhot at random, often has brought home TH 
A ſudden fever, to the throbbing heart, | 0 
Of envy, rancour, or impure deſire. T 
We ſee, we hear, with peril; Safety dwells - A 
Remote from Multitude; the world's a ſchool 
Of wrong, and what proficients ſwarm around ! Pr 
We muſt or imitate, or diſapprove; T 
Mult. liſt as their accomplices, or focs : | A 
That ſtains our innocence; this wounds our peace. 
From nature's birth, hence, wi/7o;r has been ſmit 22 IS 
Wich ſweet receſs, and languiſh'd for the ſhade. (! 
This ſacred ſhade, and ſolitude, what is it? 4D 
Tis the felt preſcnce of the Deity. | Sy 
Few are the faults we flatter when alone. Bi 
Vice ſinks in her allurements, is unguilt. Ti 
And looks, like other objects, black by night, Fe 
By night an Atheiſt Half believes a Cod. U 
Night is fair V.rtue's immemorial friend; N 
The conſcious moon, through every diſtant age, Cc 
Has held a lamp to W/Fi/7om, and let fall Fr 
On Contemplation's eye, her purging ray. M 
The fam'd .{:her:ian, he who woo'd from heav'n F. 
F hi/oſophy the fair, to dwell with men, 
And form their manners, not inflame their pride ; A 
While o'er his head, as fearful to moleſt Is 


1is lab'ring mind, the ſtars in ſilence ſlide, 
And ſeem all gazing on their future gueſt, 
See him ſoliciting kis ardent ſuit 

In private audience: all the live-long night, 
Rigid in thought, and motionleſs he ſtands; 
Nor quits his theme, or poſture, till the fun 
(Rude drunkard ! riſing roſ) from the main) 
Diſturbs his nobler intellectual beam, 

And gives him to the tumult of the 5. orld. 
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| Mail, precious moment ſtol'n from the black waſte 


Of murder'd time! auſpicious uι,i]diight, hail ! 
The world excluded, every paſſion huſh'd, 
And open'd a calm intercourſe with heav'n, 
Here the ſoul ſits in council; ponders paſt, 
Predeſtines future actions; ſees, not feels, 
Tumultuous life, and reaſons with the ſtorm ; 
All her lies anſwers, and fun,, down her charn 

What awful joy! when mental liberty ! © / 
Jam not pent in darkneſs; rather ſay 
(If not too bold) in darkneſs I'm embower'd. 
Delightful gloom ! the cluſt'ring thoughts around 
Spontaneous riſe, and bloſſom in the ſhade ; 
But droop by day, and ficken in the ſe. 
Thought borrows light elſewhere ; from that firſt fire, 
Fountain of animation | whence deſcends 
DANA, my celeſtial gueſt? who deigns 
Nightly to viſit me, ſo mean; and row, 
Conſcious how needful diſcipline to man, « 
From pleaſant dalliance with the charms of night, 
My wand'ring thought. recalls, to what excites 
Far other beat of heart! Narciſſa's tomb! 

Or is it feeble nature calls me back, 
And breaks my ſpirit into grief again ? 
Is it a Stygian vapour in my blood? 
A cold, flow puddle, creeping thro' my veins ? 
Or is it u with all men! — Thus with all. 
W hat are we ? how unequal ! now we ſoar, 


And now we fink ; to be the /zme, tranſcends 
Hur preſent proweſs. Dearly pays the /ou/ 


. | . lodging ill; too dearly rents her clay. 


n. a baffled counſellor ! but adds 
he bluſh of weakneſs, to the bane of wo. 2 
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The nobleſt ſpirit fight ing her hard fate, 14 
In this damp, duſky region, charg'd with ſtorms, 1 I 


But feebly flutters, yet untaught to fly ; 7 
Or, flying, ſhort her flight, and ſure her fall. 1 
Our utmoſt ſtrength, when down, to riſe again : 0 
And not to yield, though beater, all our praiſe. A 
"Tis vain to ſeek in men for more than man. 1 
Though proud in promiſe, big in previous thought, 0 
Experience damps our triumph. I, who late, A 
Emerging from the ſhadows of the grave, 4 
Where grief detain'd me pris'ner, mounting high, 7T 
Threw wide the gates of everlaſting day, C 
And call'd mankind to glory, ſhook off paiz:. 1 
Mortality ſhook off, in æther pure, 
And ſeruck the ſtars; row fecl my ſpirits fail; v 
They drop me from the zenith; down I ruſh, A 
Like him whom fable fledg'd with waxen wings, H 
In ſorrow drowu'd— but, not in ſorrow loſt. H 
How wretched is the man who never mourn'd! If 
J dive for precious pearl in Sorrow's ſtream : 1 
Not ſo the thoughtleſs man that o grieves; A 
Takes all the torment, and rejects the gain, , 
(Ineſtimable gain!) and gives heav'n leave A: 
To make him but more wretched, not more wiſe. T, 
If wiſdom is our leſſon, (and what elſe 7 
Ennobles man! what elſe have angels learnt ?) ＋I 
Grief ! more proficients in thy ſchool are made, N. 


Than Genius or proud Learning e er could boaſt. Re 
Voracious Learning, often over-fed, | 

- Digeſts not into ſenſe her motely meal. 
This bosk-caſe, with dark booty almoſt burſt, 
This forager on others wiſdom leaves 
Her native farm, her regſon, quite untill'd. 
With mixt manure ſhe ſurfeits the rank ſoil, 


Her /ervant's wealth incumber'd Wiſdom mourns. 


In either clime, though more illuſtrious there. 


ah And, peradyenture, of no fading flowers. 
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Dung'd, but not drefs'd ; and rich to beggary : 


A pomp untameable of weeds prevails. 


And what ſays Genius © ** Let the dull be wiſe”. 
Genins, too hard for right, can prove it wrong; 
And loves to boaſt, where bluſh men leſs inſpir'd. 
It pleads exemption from the laws of Sex/e ; 
Conſiders Reaſon as a leveller ; 

And ſcorns to ſhare a bleſſing with the croud. 
That wile it could be, thinks an ample claim 
To glory, and to pleaſure gives the reſt. 
Craſſus but ſleeps, Ardelia is undone. 

Wiſdom, leſs ſhudders at a fool, than wit. 

But Wiſdom, ſmiles when humbled mortals weep. 
When Sorrow wounds the breaſt, as ploughs the glebe, 
And hearts obdurate feel her ſoft'ning ſhower ; 
Her feed celeſtial, then, glad Wi/7om ſows ; 
Her golden harveſt triumphs in the ſoil. 

It ſo, Nakrcissa ! welcome my Relap/? ; 

I'll raiſe a tax on my calamity, 

And reap rich compenſation from my pain. 
1 range the plenteous intellectual field; 

And gather ev'ry thought of ſov'reign power. 
To chaſe the moral maladies of man; 

T houghts, which may bear tranſplanting to the ſkies, 
Though natives of this coarſe penurious foil ; 
Nor wholly wither there, where /eraphs ſing, 
Refin'd,' exalted, not annull'd, in heav'n. 
Reaſon, the ſun that gives them birth, the ſame 


Theſe choicely culFd, and elegantly rang'd, 
Shall form a garland for Nazc1ssa's tomb * 


H 3 
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Say, on what themes ſhall puzzled choice deſcend ? 
«© Th' importance of contemplating the tomb; 
4 men decline it; Svicide's foul birth; 
« The various kinds of grief ; the faults of age ; 
& And Death's dread character, — invite my ſong.” 
And, firſt, the importance of our end furvey 4. 
Friends counfel quick diſmithon of our grief: 
Miſtaken kindneſs ! our hearts heal too /707. 
Are they more kind than he, who ſtruck the blow? 
Who bid it do his errand in our hearts, 
And baniſh peace, till 2 r gueſs arrive, 
And bring it back, a true, and endleſs peace 
Calamities are friends : as glaring dy 
Of theſe unnumber'd luſtres robs our ſight ; 
«Proſperity puts out unnumber'd thoughts 
Of import high, and light divine to man. 
The man how bleſs'd, who, ſick of gaudy ſcenes, 
(Scenes apt to thruſt between us and ourſelves !), 
1s led by choice to take his fav'rite walk. 
Beneath Death's gloomy, filent, cypreſs ſhades, 
Unpierc'd by Yazity's fantaſtick ray; 
To read his monuments, to weigh his duſt. 
Viſit his vaults, and dwell among the tombs ! 
LokREnzo ! read with me Nakrcissa's ſtone ; 
(Naxcissa was thy fav'rite), let us read 
Her moral ſtone; few dotors preach ſo well; 
Few orators ſo tenderly can touch 
The feeling heart. What pathos in the date! 
2 words can ſtrike ; and yet in them we fee 
Faint images of what we here enjoy, +, 
What cane bave we to build on length of life! 
Temptation ſcize, when Fear is laid aſteep; 
And ill foreboded is our ſtrongeſt guard. 
See from her tomb, as from an humble fhirine, 


| 4 | £ real Wiſdom wafts us to the ſkies. A 
1 2 we good man's days to. Siby{'s books compare, 
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Truth, radiant goddeſs ! ſallies on my ſoul, 


And puts Deli ſion's duſky train to flight; 


Diſpels the miſts our ſultry Paſſions raiſe, 


From objects low, terreſtrial, and obſcene ; 
And ſhews the rea/ eſtimate of things ; 

Which no man unafflicted, ever ſaw ; 

Pulls off the veil from Virtue's riſing charms ; . 
Detects Temptation in a thouſand lies. 


Truth bids me look on men, as antumn-leaves, 
And all they bleed for, as the fummer's duſt, 


Driv'n by the whirlwind : lighted by her beams, 
I widen my horizon, gain new powers, 
See things inviſible, feel things remote, 


Am preſent with futurities : think nought 


To man ſo foreign, as the joys poſſe/s'd 

Nought ſo much his, as thoſe beyond the grave. 
No Folly keeps its colour in her ſight ; 

Pale wor/dly Wiſdom loſes all her charms ; 

In pompous promiſe from her ſchemes profound, 
If future fate ſhe plans, tis all in leaves, 

Like Sil, unſubſtantial, fleeting bliſs! 

At the firſt blaſt it vaniſhes in air. | : 


Not fo, celeſtial. Wouldſt thou know, Loannze | ! 


bp know'ſt ſhe calls no council jn te ns) 
And =: 


How differ wor/d/y Wiſdom, and divine? 

Juſt as the weaning, and the waxing moon. 
More empty worldly Wiſdom ev'ry day; 

And ev'ry day more fair her vival ſhines: . 
When /ater, there's leſs time to play the fool. 
Boon our whole term for wiſdom is expir'th / 


everlaſting fool is writ in fire, 


| As worldly ſchemes reſemble $Siby/'s Jeavedy- > 9 Wy 


(In ancient ſtory read, thou know'ſt the tale), 
In price ſtill riſing, as in number leſs ; 
Ineſtimable quite his final hour : 

For that who thrones can offer, offer thrones : 
Inſolvent worlds the purchaſe cannot pay. 

4 Oh let me die his death! —all Nature cries. 
«© Then live his life: all Nature falters there. 
Our great phyſician daily to conſult, 

To commune with the grave, our only cure. 

What grave preſcribes the beſt ?!—A friend's; and yet, 
From a friend's grave, how ſoon we diſengage ! 
Ev'n to the deareſt, as his marble, cold. 

Why are friends raviſh'd from us? "Tis to bind, 
By ſoft affection's ties, on human hearts, 
The thought of death, which Keaſen, too ſupine, 
Or miſemploy'd; ſo rarely faſtens Here. 
Nor reaſon, nor affection, no, nor both 
Combin'd, can break the witchcrafts of the world. 
Behold th' inexorable hour at hand! 
Behold th' inexorable hour forgot! 
And to forget it, the chief aim of life, 
Though well to ponder it, is life's chief end. 
Is Death, that ever threat'ning, ne'er remote, 
That all important, and that only ſure, 
(Come when he will), an unexpected gueſt ? 
Nay, though invited by the loudeſt calls 
Of blind prudence, unexpected till ? 
Though num'rous meſſengers are ſent before, 
To warn his great arrival. What the cauſe, 
The wondrous cauſe, of this myſterious ill? 
All heav'n looks down aftoniſh'd at the ſight. 
Is it that Life has ſown her joys ſo. thick, 
We can't thruſt in a ſingle care between? 
Is it, that Life has ſach a ſwarm of cares, 
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4A 


The thought of death can't enter for the throng! ? 
2 ls it, that Time ſteals on with downy feet, 


Nor wakes Indulgence from her golden dream? 


= «To-day is ſo like yeſterday, it cheats; 


We take the lying ſiſter for the ſame. 

Life glides away, LORENZO! like a brook ; 
For ever changing, unperceiv'd the change. 

In the ſame brook none ever bath'd him twice : 
To the ſame life none ever twice awoke. 

We call the brook the ſame; the ſame we think 
Our life, though ſtill more rapid in its flow; 
Nor mark the much irrevocably laps'd, 

And mingled with the ſea. Or ſhall we ſay, 
(Retaining ſtill the brook to bear us on), 

That life is like a veſſel on the ſtream ? 

In life imbark'd, we ſinoothly down the tide 
Of Time deſcend, but not on Time intent ; 
Amus'd, unconſcious of the gliding wave; 

Till on a ſudden we perceive a ſhock ; 

We ſtart, awake, look out; what ſee we there? 
Our brittle bark is burft on Charor's ſhore, 

Is this the cauſe Death flies all human thought? 
Or is it Judgment, by the Mill {track blind, 
That domineering miſtreſs of the ſoul ! 

Like him ſo ſtrong by Delilah the fair! 
Or is it Fear turns ſtartled Reaſon back, 
From looking down a precipice ſo ſteep ? 


Tis dreadful ; and the dread is wiſely plac'd, 
| By Nature, confcious of the make of man. 


A dreadful friend it is, a terror kind, 
A flaming ſword to guard the tree of life. 


that unaw'd, in life's moſt ſmiling hour, 
he good man would repine; would ſuffer j joys, 


Ind burn 1 impatient for his promis'd ſkies. 
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With cool reſerve light-touching, ſhould indulge, 
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The bad, on each punctilious pique of pride, ;. 
Or gloom of humour, would give rage the reign, 9 7 
Bound o'er the barrier, ruſh into the dark, 
And mar the ſchemes of Providence below. 
What groan was that, Loxyxzo Furies! riſe; 
And drown, in your leſs execrable yell, 
Britannia's ſhame. There took her gloomy flight, 
On wing impetuous, a black ſullen ſon], 
Blaſted from hell, with horrid luſt of death. 
Thy friend, the brave, the gallant Allamont, 
So call'd, ſo thought, and ther he fled the field. 
Leſs baſe the fear of Death, than fear of Life. 
O Britain. infamous for ſuicide ! 
An iſland in thy manners! far disjoin'd 
From the whole world of rationals beſide ! 
In ambient waves plunge thy polluted head, 
Waſh the dire ſtain, nor ſhock the continent. 
But thou be ſhock'd, while I detect the cauſe 
Of /e!f-aſſault, expoſe the monſter's birth, 


And bid abhorrence hiſs it round the world. 8 
Blame not thy clime, nor chide the diſtant ſun; Or 
The ſun is innocent, thy clime abſolv'd: Thu 
Immoral elimes kind Nature never made. Is m 
The cauſe I ſing, in Fden might prevail, And 
And proves, it is thy folly, not thy fate. A ſc 

The ſonl of man (let man in homage bow, Wit 
Who names his /oz/), a native of the ſkies ! The 
High-born, and free, her freedom ſhould maintain, Heas 
Unſold, unmortgag'd for Earth's little bribes. Thr 
Th' illuſtrious ſtranger, in this foreign land, Beca 


Like ſtrangers, jealous of her dignity, | Tis 
Studious of home, and ardent to return, | | 
Of Earth ſaſpicions, Earth's inchanted cup 


£4 


. 


Aſk alms of Earth, for gueſts that came from heav'r ; 


When his foul baſket gorges them no more; 
Or their pall'd palates loathe the baſket full; 


Thro' f. 
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On #4mnmortality, her godlike taſte; 
There take large draughts; make her chief banquet ther 

But ſome reject this ſuſtenance divine; 
To beggarly vile appetites deſcend ; 


Sink into ſlaves, and ſell for pre/ert hire, 

Their rich reverſion, and (what ſhares its fate) 
Their native freedom, to the prince who ſways 
This nether world. And when his payments fail, 


Are inſtantly, with wild demoniack rage, 
For breaking all the chains of Providence, 
And burſting their confinement : tho' faſt barr'd 
By laws divine and human; guarded ſtrong 
With Heron doubled to defend the paſs, 
The blackeſt, nature, or dire guilt, can raile ; 
And moated round, with fathomleſs deſ/iruttion ; 
Sure to receive, and whelm them in their fall. 
Such, Britons! is the cauſe, to you unknown, 
Or worle, o'erlook'd ; o'erlook'd by magiſtrates, 
Thus criminals themſelves. I grant the deed 
Is maducſs ; but the madneſs of the heart. 
And what is that? our utmoſt bound of guilt. 
A ſenſual, unreflecting life, is big , 
With monſtrous births, and yu e, to crown 
The black infernal brood. - The bold to break 
Heav'n's law ſupreme, and defperately ruſh 
acred Nature's murder, on their own, 
Becauſe they never th of death, they dic. 
is cqual:y man's duty, glory, gain, | 
once to ſhun, and meditate, his end. 
en by che bed of languiſhment we fit, 
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Or, o'er our dying friends, in anguiſh hang, 
Wipe the cold dew, -or ſtay the ſinking head, 


Number their moments, and, in ev'ry clock, 
Start at the voice of an eternity; 


. See the dim lamp of life juſt feebly lift 
An agonizing beam, at us to gaze, 
Then ſink again, and quiver into death, 
That moſt pathetick herald of our own ; = 
How read we ſuch ſad ſcenes? as ſent to man | a 
In perfect vengeance ? no; in pity ſent, V 
To melt him down, like wax, and then impreſe, T 
Indelible, Death's image on his heart ; As 
Bleeding for others, trembling for himſelf. V 
We bleed, we tremble, we forget, we ſmile, Of 
! The mind turns fool, before the cheek is dry. Ca 
| Our quick-returning h) cancels all; Se, 
| As the tide ruſhing razes what is writ An 
N In yielding ſands, and ſmoothes the letter'd ſhore. | By 
| LoRENZo | halt thou ever weigh'd a ſigh? $757 Bec 
| | Or {tudy'd the philoſophy of tears - - 
1 (A ſcience, yet unlectur'd in our ſchools) ! As 
* Haſt thou deſcended deep into the breaſt, b Pat 
| And ſeen their ſource ? it not, deſcend with me, Te: 
| And trace theſe briny riv'lets to their ſprings. Or 
| Our fun'ral tears from diff' rent cauſes rile ; Not 
| | As if from ſeparate ciſterns in the ſoul. | Knc 


| 

| 

| Of various kinds, they flow. From tender hearts, 

| | By ſoft contagion call'd, /o-e burſt at once, 

| And ſtream obſequious to the leading eye. 

Some aſk more time, by curious art diſtill'd. 
Some hearts, in ſecret hard, unapt to melt, 

Struck by the magick of the publick eye, 

| Like Maßes, ſmitten rock, 'guſh but amain. 


Hows "ep to ſhare the fame of the deceas 'd, 


©, 
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So high in merit, and to them ſo dear, 
They dwell on praiſes, which they think they ſhare ; 
And thus, without a Hluſh, commend themſelves. 
Some mourn in pr oor that ſomething they could love. 
They weep not to 7-/7eve their grief, but /hew, 
Some weep in perfect juitice to the dead, 
As conſcious all their love is in arrcar, 
Some milchievoully weep ; not unappriz'd, 
Tears ſometimes aid the conquelt of an eye. 
With what addreſs the ſoft Epheſtans draw 
Their ſable net-work o'er entangled hearts? 
As ſeen thro' cryſtal, how their roſes glow, 
While liquid fear! runs trickling down their check ? 
Of her's not prouder £gypt's wanton queen, 
Carouſing gems, herſelf diſſolv'd in love. 
Some weep at Death, abſtracted from the dead, 
And celebrate, like CHaRLEs, their own deceaſe. 
By kind conſtruction, ſome are decm'd to weep, 
> Becauſe a decent veil conceals their joy. 

Some weep in earneſt, and yet weep in vain ; 

As deep in indiſcretion, as in wo. 

> Paſſion, blind paſſion ! impotently pours 
= Tears, that deſerve more tears; while Reaſo7 ſleeps, 

Or gazes, like an idiot, unconcern'd ; 

Nor comprehends the meaning of the ſtorm ; 

Knows not it ſpeaks to her, and her a/oze. 

Trrationals all ſorrow are beneath, 

That noble gift! that privilege of man! 
13 Sorrot's pang, the birth of endleſs joy. * 
4s But the/e are barren of that birth divine: 

EET hey weep impetuous, as the ſummer-ſtorm, 
ud full as ſhort ! The cruel grief ſoon tam di | 

ney make a paſtime of the ſtingleſs tale ; Ry 19 
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Far as the deep reſounding knell, they ſpread 1 i 
The dreadful news, and hardly feel it more. 5 
No grain of 9 them for their wo. 


N 

Half round globe, the tears pumpt up by Death 8! 
17 

A 


Are ſpent il wat' ring vanities of life; 
In making Fo//y flourith ſtill more fair. 


When the ſick ſoul, her wonted ſtay withdrawn, C. 
Reclines on earth, and ſorrows in the duſt; O 
Inſtead of learning, there, her true ſupport, 6 
Tho' there thrown down, her true ſupport to learn, T 
Without Heav'n's aid, impatient to be bleſs'd, Fa 
She crawls to the next ſhrub, or bramble vile, As 
Tho' from the ſtately cedar's arms ſhe fell ; De 
With ſtale, foreſworn embraces, clings anew, Or 
The ſtranger weds, and bloſſoms as before, An 
In all the fruitleſs fopperies of life: De 
Preſents her weed, well-fancy'd, at the ball, Dc 
And raffles for the death's-head on the ring. Th 


So wept AURELIA, till the deflin'd youth 
Stept in, with his receipt for making ſmiles, 
And blanching fables into bridal bloom. 8 Th 
So wept LoRENZo fair CLarissa's fate; 


Who gave that angel-boy, on whom he doats ; An 
And dy'd to give him, orphan'd in his birth ? Du 
Not ſuch, Na RCI SSA, my diſtreſs for thee, bs 
I'll make an altar of thy ſacred tomb, Is c 
To facrifice to Wiſdom. — What waſt thou: We 
& Young, gay, and fartunate ]“ Each yields a theme. Arc 
I'll dwell on each, to ſhun thought more ſevere; The 
(Heav'n knows I labour with ſeverer {till ) & + 
An 


I'll dwell on each, and quite exhauſt thy death. 
A ſoul, without reflection, like a pile 
Without inhabitant, to ruin runs. 


And, firſt, thy youth, What mY it to grey hairs * | 
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| She ſparkled, was exhal'd, and wende! 
Time on this head has ſnow'd ; yet {till gs borne 
Aloft ; nor thinks but on another's grave. 
Cover'd with ſhame I ſpeak it, Age ſevere, 
Old worn-out vice, ſets down for virtue fair ; 
With graceleſs gravity, chaſtiſing youth, 
That youth chaſtis'd ſurpaſling in a fault, 
Father of all, forgetfulneſs of death : 
As if, like objects preſſing on the fight, 
Death had advanc'd too near us to be ſeen : 
Or, that life's loan fine ripen'd into right ; 
And men might plead preſcription from the er ave ; ' 
Deathlefs, from repetition of reprieve. 

Deathleſs ? far from it! /4ch arc dead already; 
Their hearts are bury'd, and the world their grave. 
Tell me, ſome god! my guardian angel ! tell, 
What thus infatuates ? what inchantment plants 

The phantom of an age 'twixt us and death, 
Already at door: He knocks, we hear him, 
And yet we will not hear. What mail defends 
Our untouch'd hearts? what miracle turns off _ 
The pointed thought, which from a W pings. 


ot 


Is daily darted, and is daily ſhunn'd 3 . 
We itand, as in a battle, throngs on rouge — — . . 
5 Around us falling; wounded oſt ourſelves; WOE 
Tho! bleeding with our wounds, immortal ſtill! 
* ſee Time's furrows on another's brow, : 
And Death intrench'd, preparing his aflault ; 
1 How few themſclves, in that juſt mirror ſce ! 5 W 1 3 
Or, ſeeing, draw their inference as ſtrong! oo 6 40 fy 


2 here Death is certain; doubtful here ; he ut 54 Wh, | 
1 1 * 
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And /09r: ; 


7 , ; 
Tho' grey our heads, our thoughts and aims are green; 
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we may, within an age, expire. 


Night 5, 


Like damag'd clocks, whoſe hand and bell diſſent; 
Folly ſings ſix, while Nature points at twelve. 
Abſurd /orgevity 4 More, more, it cries : 
More life, more wealth, more traſh of ev'ry kind. 

And whereſore mad for more, when reliſh fails? 


Olject 


fand Appetite, muſt club for joy. 


Shall Folly labour hard to mend the bow, 
Baubles, I mean, that ſtrike us from wit, 
While Nature is relaxing ev'ry ſtring ? 

Aſk Thought for joy; grow rich, and hoard : 
Think you the foul, when this life's rattles ceaſe, 
Has nothing of more manly to ſucceed ? 


Contract the taſte immortal; 


learn ev'n now 


To reliſh what 42/one ſubſiſts hereafter. 
Divine, or none, henceforth your joys for ever. 
Of age the glory is, to wi/h to die. 


That wiſh is praiſe and promiſe ; 


it applauds 


Paſt life, and promiſes our future bliſs. 
What weakneſs ſee not children in their fires ! 
Grand- climacterical abſurdities ! 

Grey-hair'd authority, to faults of -youth,' 
How ſhocking ! It makes folly thrice a fool ; 
And our firſt childhood might our laſt deſpitc. 
Peace and eſteem is all that age can hope. 
Nothing but wi/dom gives the firſt ; the /aft, 
Nothing, but the repute of being wiſe. 

Folly bars both ; our age is twice undone. 


Our wiſbes lengthen, as our fun declines, 


vil Fiz, 


What folly can be ranker? Like our ſhadows, 


No wiſh ſhould loiter, thez, this fide the grave. 
Our hearts ſhould leave the world, before the Knell N 


Calls for our carcaſes to mend the ſoil. 


©," 
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Enough to live in tempeſt, die in port; 

Age ſhould fly concourſe, cover m retreat 
Defects of judgment: and the 's ſubdue ; 
Walk thoughtful on the ſilent, ſolemn ſhore 

Of that vaſt ocean it muſt ſail fo ſoon ; 

And put g96d works on board; and wait the wind 
That ſhortly blows us into worlds unknown ; 

W u7:c0ſider'd too, a dreadful ſcene ! 

All ſhould be prophets to themſelves ; foreſce 
Their future fate; their future fate foretaſte ; 
This art would waſte the bitterneſs of death. 
The thought of death alone, the fear deſtroys. 

A diſaffection to that precious thought 

Is more than a1dzi2hi-darkneſs on the ſoul, 
Which flceps beneath it, on a precrpice, 
Putt''d off by the firſt Llait, and loſt for ever. 

Doſt afk, LoxxNnzo, why fo warmly preſs'd, 
By repetition hammer'd on thine car, 

The thought of death ! That thought is the machine, 
The gra and machine! that heaves us from the duſt, 
And rears us into men. That thought ply'd home 
Will ſoon reduce the ghaſtly precipice 
O cr-kanging hell, will foften the deſcent, 
And gently flope our paſſage to the grave; 
Row warmly to be wiſh'd! What heart of fleſh 
Would trifle with tremendous ? dare extremes ? 
Lawn o'er the fate of infinite ? what hand, 
Peyond the blackeſt brand of cenſure bold, 
to ſneak a language {09 well known to thee eh, 
yould at a moment give its a// 100 chance, 
And ſtamp the dye for an etern' ly 
Aid me, Nakcissa ! aid me to er pace 
Pith Deſliuy; and ere her ſciſſars cur 
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My thread of life, to break this tougher thread 


Of moral death, that ties me to the world. 


Sting thou my ſlumb'ring Reaſon to ſend forth 

A thought of obſervation on the foe ; 

To ſally, and ſurvey the rapid march 

Of his ten thouſand meſſengers to man; 

Who, Jehu-like, behind him turns them all, 

All accident apart, by Nature ſign'd, 

My warrant is gone out, though dormant yet; 

Perhaps behind one moment lurks my fate. 
Muſt I then forward only look for death? 


Backward I turn mine eye, and find him there. 


Man is a ſelf-ſurviver ev'ry year, 

Man, like a ſtream, is in perpetual flow. 
Death's a. deſtroyer of quotidian prey. 

My youth, my noon-tide, his; my yeſterday ; 
The bold invader ſhares the preſent hour. 
Each moment on the former ſhuts the grave. 
While man is growing, life is in decreaſe ; 
And cradles rock us nearer to the tomb. 
Our birth is nothing but our death begun; 
40 tapers waſte, that inſtant they take fire. 


77 fear we maſt, let that death turn us pale, 


Which murders ſtrength and ardour ; what remains 
Should rather call on Death, than dread his call. 


Ye partners of my fault, and my decline ! 


Thoughtleſs of Death, but when your neighbour's knell | 
(Rude viſitant !) knocks hard at your dull ſenſe, 


And with its thunder fcarce obtains your ear 


Be death your theme, in every place and hour; 


Nor longer want, ye monumental fires ! 


A brother-tomb to tell yon, you ſhall die. 


Sul, we then fear, leſt that ſhould come to paſs, 
Which'eomes to paſs each moment of our lives? 
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Know, you ſhall cozrt, before you ſhall enjoy. 
But you are learn'd; in volumes deep you fit; 
In wiſdom ſhallow : pompous ignorance : 


Would you be {till more learned, than the learn'd ? 
Learn well to know how much need not be known, 
And what that &now/edge, which impairs your /enſe. 


Our needful knowledge, like our needful food, 
Unhedg'd, lies open in life's common field ; 
And bids all welcome to the vital feaſt. 

You ſcorn what lies before you in the page 
Of Nature, and Experience, moral truth; 

Of indiſpenſible, eternal fruit; 

Fruit, on which mortals feeding, turn to Gods ; 
And dive ia /czence for diſtinguiſh'd names, 
Diſhoneſt fomentation of your pride ; 

Sinking in virtue, as you riſe in fame. 

Your learning, like the nt beam, affords 
Light, but not heat ; it leaves you undevout, 
Frozen at heart, while ſpeculation ſhines. 
Awake, ye curious indagators ! fond 

Of knowing all, but what avails you, known. 
If you would learn Death's character, attend. 
All caſts of conduct, all degrees of health, 


All dyes of fortune, and all dates of age, 


Together ſhook in his impartial urn, 


Come forth at random: or if choice is made, 

The choice is quite /arcaf/ick, and inſults 

All bold conjecture, and fond hopes of man. 

What countleſs multitudes, not only /eave, 

But deeply di/appoint us, by their deaths! 

Though great our ſorrow, greater our ſurpriſe. 
Like other tyrants,” Death delights to ſmite. 


That death you dread (ſo great is Nature's {kill !) 


What, ſmitten, moſt proclaims the pride of pow'r, + 


—— 
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And arbitrary nod. His joy ſupreme, 

To bid the wretch ſurvive the fortunate ; 

The feeble wrap th' athletick in his ſhroud ; 

And weeping fathers build their children's tomb ; 
Me thine, Nakrc1s5a !—What tho' ſhort thy date! 
Virtue, not rolling ſuns, the mind matures. 

That life is long, which anſwers lite's great end, 
The time that bears no fruit, deſerves no name; 


The man of wiſdom is the n -.n of years, Ly 
In hoary youth Methyſalems may die; A 
O how :i/Yated on their flatt'ring tombs ! h 
Narcissa's Youth has lectur'd me thus far. A 
And can her Caiety give counſel too! | y 
That, like the Jews fam'd oracle of gems, 
Sparkles inſtruction ; ſach as throws new light, 25 
And opens more the character of death; In 
Ill known to th-e, LoRENZZO ! This thy vaunt : Li 
«& Give Death his due, the wretched, and the old; w 
& Ev'n let him ſweep his rubbiſh to the grave; Tt 
Let him not violate kind Naturc's laws, Ile 
« But own man born to //ve, as well as aze.” Th 
Wretched and old thou giv'ſt him; 1or9g and gay Th 
He takes; and Plunder is a tyrant's joy. | Lil 
What if 1 prove, © The fartheſt from the fear, Or 
« Are often neareſt to the „re of fate!“ Ou 
All, more than common, menaces an end. His 
A blaze betokens brevity of life: 1 
As if briglit embers ſliould emit a flame, His 
Glad ſpirits ſparkled from NaRc1s*4a's eye, Is h 
And made youth younger, and taught life tc hve: Beh 


As Nature's oppoſites wage endleſs war, 
For this offence, as treaſon to the deep, 
Inviolable ſtupor of his reign, 


Where Luſi, and turbulent Ambition, ſleep, 
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Death took ſwift vengeance. As he life deteſts, 
More life is {till more odious ; and, reduc'd 
By conqueſts, aggrandizes more his pow'r. 
But wherefore aggrandiz'd? By Heav'n's decree, 
To plant the ſoul on her eternal guard, 
In awful expectation of our end. 
Thus runs Death's dread commiſſion : “ Strike, but /e, 
« As moſt alarms the living by the dead.” 
Hence ſlratagem delights him, and /urpriſe, 
And crucl ſport with man's ſecurities. 
Not ſimple conqueſt, triumph is his aim; | 
And, where leaſt fear'd, there conqueſt triumphs moſt, 
This proves my bold affertion not too bold. 
What are /s arts to lay our fears aſleep ? 

Tiberian arts his purpoſes wrap up 
In deep diſſimulation's darkeſt night. 

Like princes unconfeſs'd in foreign courts, 
Who travel under cover, Death aſſumes 
The name and look of Life, and dwells among us. 
He takes all ſhapes that ſerve lus black deſigns : 
Tho' maſter of a wider empire far 

Than that o'er which the Roa eagle flew ; 

Like Nero, he's a fiddler, charioteer, 

Or drives his phaetcn, in female guiſe; 

Quite unſuſpected, till, the wheel beneath, 
His difarray'd oblatien he devours. 
| He moſt affects the forms leaſt like himſelf, 
His ſlender ſelf. Hence burly corpulence 

ls his familiar wear, and fleck diſguiſe. 
Behind the roſy bloom he loves to lurk, 
3 Or ambuſh in a ſmile ; or, wanton, dive 
1 In dimples deep; lovc's eddies, which draw in 
1 Unwary hearts, and fink them in deſpair. 
| 4 _ an NARC1s5 A's couch, he loiter'd long, 
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Unknown; and, when detected, ſtill was ſeen 
To ſmile; ſuch peace has innocence in death! 
Moſt happy they! whom leaſt his arts deceive. 
One eye on Death, and one full fix'd on Heav' x, 
Becomes a mortal, and immortal man. 
Long on his wiles a piqu'd and jealous ſpy, 
I've ſeen, or dream'd I ſaw, the tyrant dreſs ; 
Lay by his horrours, and put on his ſmiles. 
Say, Muſe, for thou remember'ſt, call it back, 
And ſhew LORENZO the ſurpriſing ſcene ; 
If *twas a dream, his genius can explain. 
*Twas in a circle of the gay I ſtood. 
Death would have enter'd; Nature puſh'd him beck; 
Supported by a doctor of renown, 
His point he gain'd. Then artfully diſmiſs'd 
The ſage ; for Death deſign'd to be conceal d. 
He gave an old vivacious her 
His meagre aſpect, and his naked bones; 
In gratitude for plumping up his prey, 
A pamper'd ſpendthrift ; whoſe fantaſtick air, 
Well-faſhion'd figure, and cockaded brow, 
He took in change, and underneath the pride 
Of coſtly linen, tuck'd his filthy ſhroud. 
His crooked bow he ſtraiten'd to a cane; 
And hid his deadly ſhafts in Myr a's eye. 
The dreadful maſquerader, thus equipp'd, 
Out-ſallies on adventures. Aſk you where ? 
Where is he not ? For his peculiar haunts, 
Let this ſuffice : Sure as night follows day, 
Death treads in Pleaſure's footiteps round the world, 
When Pleaſure treads the paths which Reaſon ſhuns. 
When, againſt Reaſon, Riot ſhuts the door, 
And Gaiety ſupplies the place of 'Sex/e, 
Then, foremoſt at the banquet, and the ball, 
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Death leads the dance, or ſtamps the deadly dye; 
Nor ever fails the midnight bowl to crown. 
Gaily carouſing to his gay compeers, 
Inly he laughs, to ſee them laugh at him, 
As abſent far : and when the revel burns, 
When Fear is baniſh'd, and triumphant thought, 
Calling for all the joys beneath the moon, 
Againſt him turns the key ; and bids him ſup 
With their progenitors—He drops his maſk ; 
Frowns out at full ; they ſtart, deſpair, expire, 
Scarce with more fadden terror and ſurpriſe, 
From his black maſk of nitre, touch'd by fire, 
He burſts, expands, roars, blazes, and devours. 
And is not this triumphant treachery, 
And more than ſimple conqueſt, in the fiend ? 
And now, LoREN Zo, doſt thou wrap thy ſoul 
In ſoft ſecurity, becauſe unknown 
Which moment is commiſſion'd to deſtroy ? 
In Death's uncertainty thy danger lies. 
Is Death uncertain ? therefore thou be fix'd ; 
Fix'd as a centinel, all eye, all ear, 
All expectation of the coming foe. 
Rouſe, ſtand in arms, nor lean againſt thy ſpear ; 
Leit ſlumber ſteal one moment o'er thy ſoul, 
And Fate ſurpriſe thee nodding. Watch, be ſtrong ; 
Thus give each day the merit, and renown, | 
Of dying well ; though doom'd but once to die. 
Nor let life's period hidden (as from moſt) 
Hide too from thee the precious /e of life. 
> Early, not ſudden, was Narcissa's fate. 
p Soon, not ſurpriſing, Death his viſit paid. 
b. Fler thought went forth to meet him on his way, 
4 Nor Gaiety forgot it was to die. 


Though Fortune too (our third and final theme), 


112 Tus COMPLAINT. Nights. 


As an accomplice, play'd her gaudy plumes, 0 
And every glitt' ring gewgaw, on her ſight, 1 
To dazzle, and debauch it from its mark. 0 
Death's dreadful advent is the mark of man; : 1 
And ev'ry thought that miſſes it, is blind. s 
Fortune, with Youth and Caiety, conſpir'd I. 
To weave a triple wreathe of happineſs, S 
(If happineſs on earth), to crown her brow. - 
And could Death charge through ſuch a ſhining ſhield ? 

TR 3 F A 

That ſhining ſhield invites the tyrant's ſpear. 4 
As if to damp our elevated aims, | 
1 tA 

And ſtrongly preach humility to man, bh 
O how portentous is proſperity |! : 
HE Fe i Li 

How, comet-like, 1t threatens, while it ſhines ! A 
Few years but yield us proof of Death's ambition, f ay 
To cull his victims from the faireſt fold, Jo 
And ſheath his ſhafts in all the pride of life. | of 
When flooded with abundance, purpled o'er 5 
With recent honours, bloom'd with ev'ry bliſs, Tn 
Set up in oſtentation, made the gaze, 
8 Ga 

The gaudy centre of the publick eye, 3 
When Fortune thus has toſs'd her child in air, Un 


Snatch'd from the covert of an humble ſtate, 


How often have I ſeen him dropt at once, Her 
Our morning's envy! and our ev'ning's ſiglhů ! 


All 
As if her bounties were the ſignal given, on. 
The flow'ry wreath to mark the ſacrifice, prie 
And call Death's arrows on the deſtin'd prey. E” (Sri 
High Fortune ſeems in cruel league with Fate. : 3 
. . 1 oy G 
Aſk you for what? To give lis war on man } 


The deeper dread, and more illuſtrious ſpoil; 
Thus to keep daring mortals more in awe, 
And burns LokENnzo {till for the ſublime 

Of life? to hang his airy neſt on high, 


- 
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On the flight timber of the topmoſt bough, 
Rock'd at each breeze, and menacing a fall? 
Granting grim Death at equal diſtance there ; 
Yet Peace begins juſt where Ambition ends. 


What makes man wretched ? Happineſs deny d? 


LoRENZO! no: *tis happineſs di/dain'd. 

She comes too meanly dreſs'd to win our ſmile ; 
And calls herſelf Content, a homely name 

Our flame is franſport, and Content our ſcorn. 


Ambition turns, and ſhuts the door againſt her, 


And weds a foil, a tempeſt, in her ſtead ; 

A tempeſt to warm tranſport near of kin. 
Unknowing what our mortal ſtate admits, 
Life's modeſt joys we ruin, while we raiſe ; 
And all our ecſtaſfies are wounds to peace; 
Peace, the full portion of mankind below. 


And fince thy peace is dear, ambitious youth! 


Of Fortune fond! as thoughtleſs of thy fate! 
As late I drew Death's picture, to ſtir up 


Thy wholeſome fears; now, drawn in contraſt, ſee 


Gay Fortune's, thy vain hopes to reprimand. 
Sce, high in air, the ſportive goddeſs hangs, 


- Unlocks her caſket, ſpreads her glitt'ring ware, 


And calls the giddy winds to puff abroad 
Her random bounties o'er the gaping throng. 


All ruſh rapacious ; friends o'er trodden friends; 
Sons o'er their fathers, ſubjects o'er their kings, 


Prieſts o'er their gods, and lovers o'er the fair, 


As ſtars from abſent fans have leave to ſhine, 
* what a precious pack of votaries 
nkennel'd from the priſons, and the ſtews, 
3D i SEE. GAY 1 ; 


| (still more ador'd), to ſuatch the golden ſhow'r. 
Cold glitters moſt, where Virtue ſhines no more 
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To /one it ſticks ſo cloſe, that, when torn off, 
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Pour in, all op' ning in their idol's praiſe! 

All, ardent, eye each wafture of her hand, 
And, wide - expanding their voracious jaws, 
Morſel on morſel ſwallow down unchew'd, 
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Untaſted, through mad appetite for more; 13 
9 | , . 1 
SGorg'd to the throat, yet lean and rav'nous ſtill. A 
. 5 3 5 | 
Sagacious all, to trace the ſmalleſt game, A. 


And bold to ſeize the greateſt. If (bleſs'd chance !) 7 3 D, 
Court-zephyrs ſweetly breathe, they launch, they fly, 4 


K 


O' er juſt, o'er ſacred, all forbidden ground, A. 
Drunk with the burning ſcent of place or pow'r, = Ac 
Stanch to the foot of lucre, till they die. | = vw 

Or, if for men you take them, as I mark 1 15 Th 
Their manners, thou their various fates ſurvey. ; By 
With aim miſmeaſur'd, and impetuous ſpeed, Lor 
Some, darting, ſtrike their ardent with far off, in 
Through fury to poſſeſs it: ye ſucceed, - The 
But ſtumble, and let fall the taken prize. Ane 
From me, by ſudden blaſts, tis whirl'd away, 14 
And lodg'd in bofoms that ne er dream'd of gain. | I'M 


Torn is the man, and mortal is the wound. 
Some, o'er-enamour'd of their bags, run mad, 
Groan under gold, yet weep for want of bread. 
Together /ome (unhappy rivals !) ſeize, 

And rend abundance into poverty; | 
Loud croaks the raven of the law, and ſmiles :- | 
Smiles tac the goddeſs ; but ſmiles moſt at thoſe, 
(Juſt victims, of exorbitant deſire ) 
W bo. periſh at their own requeſt, and, helm 'd 
Beneath her load of laviſh grants, expire. 
Fortune is famous for her numbers ſlai n. 
The number small, which happineſs can bear-. 
Though v, for a while heir fates, at laſt 
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= 0: curſe involves them all: at Death's approach, 

A 4 All read their riches backward into loſs, 

And mourn, in juſt proportion to their ſtore. 

And Death's approach (if orthodox my ſong) _ 
| Is haſten'd by the lure of Fortune's ſmiles. 

And art thou {till a glutton of bright gold ? 

5 And art thou ſtill rapacious of thy ruin? 

Death loves a ſhining mark, a ſignal blow ; 
A blow, which, while it executes, alarms ; 
Ad ſtartles thouſands with a ſingle fall. 

; As when ſome ſtately growth of oak, or pine, 

Which nods aloft, and proudly ſpreads her ſhade, 

The ſun's defiance, and the flock's defence; 
| By the ſtrong ſtrokes of lab' ring hinds ſubdu'd, 
Loud groans her laſt, and, ruſhing from her height, 
In cumb'rous ruin, thunders to the ground: 
The conſcious foreſt trembles at the ſhock, 

And hill, and ſtream, and diſtant dale, reſound. 
Theſe high-aim'd darts of Deaih, and theſe alone, 
Should J collect, my quiver would be full. 

3 A quiver, which, ſuſpended | in mid-air, 

Or near heav'n's Archer, in the zodiack, hung, 

£ (80 could it be), ho, draw the publick eye, 

WT he gaze and contemplation of mankind! 

FA conſtellation awful, yet benign, 
o guide the gay through life's tempeſtuous wave; 
Nor ſuffer them to ſtrike the common rock, 
4 From greater danger to grow more ſecure, 
And, wrapt in happineſs, forget their fate.“ 
1 | LysanDER, happy paſt the common lot, 
as warn'd of danger, but too gay to fear. 
le woo'd the fair AsPas14 : ſhe was kind: 
* youth, form, fortune, fame, they both were bleſs'd, 
* "24 
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All who knew, envy'd; yet in envy lov' d:. : 
Can fancy form more tinith'dhappineſs ? WE 
Fix'd was the nuptial hour. Her ſtately done 
Roſe on the ſounding beach. The glitt'ring ſpires- 
Float in the wave, and break againſt the ſnore: 
So break thoſe glitt'ring ſhadows, human joys. 
The faithleſs morning ſmil'd: he takes his leave, 
To re-embrace in ecſtaſies, at eve. 

The riſing ſtorm forbids. The news arrives: 
Untold, ſhe ſaw it in her-ſervant's eye. 

She felt it ſeen ; (her heart was apt to feel); 

And, .drown'd, witheut the furious ocean's aid, | 
In ſuffocating ſorrows, ſhares his tomb. 1 
Now round the ſumptuous: bridal monument, | 
The guilty billows innocently roar ; 

And the rough ſailor paſſing drops a tear. 

A tear ?—can tears ſuffice ?—but not for me. 

How valn our efforts! and our arts, how vain t 
The di//ant train of chought I took, to ſhun, | 
Has thrown me on my fate—T he/e dy'd together; 
Happy in ruin! «divorc'd by death 

Or ne'er to meet, or ne'cr to part, is peace— 
Narc1ss4 ! pity bleeds at thought of thee. 

Yet thou waſt only near me; not 1y/e/f. 

Survive 1y/e/f * That cures all other wo. 
NakcissA lives; PHILANDER is forgot. 

O the ſoft commerce! O the tender ties, 
Cloſe-twiſted with the fibres of the heart ! 


Fi 


Which, broken, break them; and drain off the foul Z — 
Of human joy; and make it pain to live.— A al, 


And is it then to live? When /«ch friends part, 
*Tis this ſurvivor dies—My heart! no more. 
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PART TRE FIRST. 


Where, among other things, Groxy and Ricnxs 
| are particularly conſidered. 


Humbly Inſcribed to the Right Honourable 


A P EL HAN 


Firſt LoR DUV CoMmmrssIONER of the TREASURY, and 
CKANCELLOR of the EXCHEQUER, 


E AG 


7 F E W ages have been deeper in diſpute about religion 
i than this. The diſpute about religion, and the prace 
tice of it, ſeldom go together. The ſhorter, therefore, the: WK 
diſpute, the better. I think it may be reduced to t hit!“ 
ſingle queſtion, Is man immortal, or is be not? If he is wat. 


al 
all our diſputes are mere amuſements, er trials of fell; | In 

3 ; this caſe, Truth, Reaſon, Religion, which give our fifcourſes 
ach pomp and ſolemnity, are (as will be ſhewn) mere emp- 
W ty ſounds, without any meaning in them. But, if man is 
Woumrtal, it will behove him to be very ſerious about eter. 
: | * K 3 : | f 
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-prineiples which infidels admit in common with beKevers; 
- gignments which appear to me altogether irrefiſtible3-and 


give themſelves. the ſmall trouble of looking ſeriouſly: late | 
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nal conſequences; or, in other words, to be truly religions: 
And this great fundamental truth, uneſtabliſhed, or una- 
wakened, in the minds of men, is, I conceive, the real 
ſource and ſupport of all our infidelity, how remote ſvever 
the particular objections advanced may ſeem to be from it. 

Senfible appearances affect moſt men much more than al- 
fra? reaſanings ; and we daily ſee bedjes drop around us, 
but the ſeu is inviſible. The power which 7:c/ination has 
over the julgment, is greater than can be well conceived 
by thoſe that have not had an experience of it; and of 
what numbers is it the ſad intereſt, that ſouls ſhould not 
ſurvive ! The Heathen world confelled, that they rather 
hoped than firmly believed immortality; and how many 
Heathens have we till amongſt us! The ſacred page aſſures 
us, that life and immortality is brought to light by the 
goſpel : but, by how many is the goſpel rejected or over- 
Jooked! From theſe conſiderations, and from my being, ac- 
eidentally, privy to the ſentiments of ſome particular per- 
ſons, I have been long perſuaded that moſt, if not all, our 
infidels (Whatever name they take, and whatever fcheme, 
for argument's ſake, and to keep themſelves in counte- 
nance, they patronize) are ſupported in their deplorable 
Exrour,by ſome doubt of their ih ðtulity, at the bottom. 
And 1 am ſatisfied, that men once thoroughly copvinced 
of their immortality, are not far from being Chriſtians. 
For it is hard to conceive, that a man fully conſcious e- 
ternal pain or happineſs will certainly be his lot, ſhould 
not arg. and impartially, inquire after the ſureſt 
means of eſcaping the one, and ſecuring the other. And 
of ſuch an earneſt and impartial inquiry, I well know the 
.conſequence. 7 
„ere, therefore, in proof of this moſt ſundamental truth, 
fome plain arguments are offered: arguments derived from 4 


ſuck as, I am ſatisfied, will have great weight witk all who | | 


bein on boſtims, and of obſerving; with any tatetab de. 
Free af attention, what daily paſſes round about them the” 


= 


FRN EM CEE + 119 


world. If ſome arguments ſhall here occur, which others 
have declined, they are ſubmitted, with all deference; to 
better judgments, in this, of all points, the moſt important, 
* For, as to the being of a God, that is no longer diſputed; 
4 but it is undiſputed, for this reaſon only, v/z. Becauſe, 
. where the leaſt pretence to reaſon is admitted, it muſt for 
ever be indiſputable. And, of conſequence, no man can be 

| betrayed into a diſpute of that nature. by vahit), which has 

a principal ſhare in animating our modern 'combatants 
gaginſt other articles of our belief. 


| Y E (for I know not yet her name in heav'n) 
q Not early, like Narc1ssa, left the ſcene; 
Nor ſudden, like PRILAN DER. What avail} 
This ſeeming mitigation but inflames ; 
This fancy'd med'cine heightens the diſeaſe. 
The longer known, the cloſer {till ſhe grew; 
And gradual parting is a gradual death. | 7, 
Tis the grim-tyrant's engine, which extorts, 
By tardy preſſure's ſtill increaſing weight, . _ 
From hardeſt hearts, confeſſion of diſtreſ. 
+ ? O the long, dark approach through years of bin 
13 Death's gall'ry ! (might I dare to call it ſo) 
* diſmal Doubt, and ſable Terrour, hung; = 
Sick Hope's pale lamp, its only glimm'ring ray: 
WThere, Fate my melancholy walk ordain d, 
1 4 orbid - Self-lope itſelf to flatter, there. 
How. oft 4 gaz d, prophetically fad ! ; 
How oft 1 faw her dead, while yet in fmiles ? 1. 2 NN 
6 miles ſhe ſunk her grief, to leſſen mine. 22 3; 
pc pokeme comfort, and increas'd my pains -, 2 
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By flow, and ſilent, but reſiſtleſs ſap, 
In his pale progreſs gently gaining ground, 
Death urg d his deadly ſiege ; in fpite of art, 
OF all the balmy bleſſings Nature lends 
To ſuccour frail humanity. Ye ſtars ! 
(Not now firſt made familiar to my fight) 
And thou, O moon! bear witneſs; many a night 
He tore the pillow from beneath my head, 
Ty'd down my ſore attention to the ſhock, 
By ceaſeleſs depradations on a life 
Dearer than that he left me. Dreadful poſt 
Of obſervation ! darker ev'ry hour 
, Leſs dread the day that drove me to the brink, 
And pointed at eternity below; 
When my foul ſhudder'd at futurity ; 
$ on a moment's point, the important dye 
Of life and death fpun doubtful, ere it fell, 
And turn'd up life ; my title to more wo. 

But why more wo ? more comfort let it be. 
Nothing is dead, but that which wiſh'd to die; 
Nothing is dead, but wretchedneſs and pain ; 

. Nothing is dead, but what incumber'd, gall'd, 
Block'd up the paſs, and barr'd from rea life. 
Where dwells that with ? moſt ardent of the wiſe ? 
Too dark the ſun to fee it ; higheſt ſtars 
Too low to reach it; Death, great Death alone, 
Oer ſtars and ſun, triumphant, lands us there. 
Nor dreadful our tran ſition; though the ming | 
An artiſt at creating ſelf- alarms, Pp 
Rich in expedients for inquietude, 2 55 
Is prone to paint it dreadful. Who can 2 
Death's portrait true? the tyrant never /ate-: 
Our ſketch all random ſtrokes, conjeture all 23 5 7 
| Cloſe ſhuts the grave, dads 


- 
— 


” 


> The INFiDEL RECLAIMED. 121 


4 4 Death; and his image riſing in the brain, 

2 * Bear faint reſemblance ; never are alike : 
| Fear ſhakes the pencil, Fancy loves exceſs,” ' 
Dark Ignorance is laviſh of her ſhades ; * 

And the/e the formidable picture draw. h 
Baut grant the worſt ; tis paſt ; new proſpeQs riſe, 
And drop a veil eternal o'er her tomb. 

Far other views our contemplation claim, 

| Views that o'erpay the rigours of our life; 
Views that ſuſpend our agomes in death. 

Wrapt in the thought of Immortality, 

Wrapt in the ſingle, the triumphant thought! 
Long life might lapſe, age unperceiv'd come on; 
And find the ſoul unſated with her theme. 

Its nature, proof, importance, fire my ſong. 

O that my ſong could emulate my foul ! 
Like her, immortal. No ! — the ſoul diſdains 
A mark ſo mean; far nobler hope inflames ; 
If endleſs ages can outweigh an hour, 
Let not the Jaurel, but the palm, inſpire. 
Thy nature, immortality ! who knows: 
And yet who knows it not? It is but life 
In ſtronger thread of brighter colour ſpun, 
q 4 And ſpun for ever; dipt by cruel Fate 
4 In Stygian dye, how black, how brittle here 1 
How fhort our correſpondence with the fun ! 
And while it laſts; inglorious! Our beſt deeds, 
2 How wanting in their weight Our higheſt Jays A 
mall cordials to ſupport us in our e * 

Ad give us ſtrength to fuffer. But how great 

W To mingle int'reſts, converſe, amities, © 
With all the ſons of Reafeon, ſcatter d wide 

I Through habitable ſpace, where-ever born, 

Ne wean * 'd! to live free citiaens 
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122 TRE COMPLAINT. Night 6. 
Of univerſal nature ! to lay hold 

By more than feeble faith on the /upreme ! 

To call heav'n's rich unfathomable mines 


(Mines, which ſupport archangels in their ſtate} 


Our own | to riſe in ſcience, as in bliſs, - R 
Initiate in the ſecrets of the ſkies ! H 
To read creation; read its mighty plan : | C: 
In the bare boſom of the Deity ! | N. 
The plan, and execution, to collate! | II 
To ſee, before each glance of piercing thought, * He 
All cloud, all ſhadow, blown remote; and leave Ne 
No myſtery but that of love divine, Ke 
Which lifts us on the ſeraph's flaming wing, An 
From earth's Ace/dama, this field of blood, = WI! 
Of inward anguiſh, and of outward ill, | = Ih 
From darkneſs, and from duſt, to /zch a ſcene! Stu 
Love's element! true joy's Mluſtrious home! | 1 Wr 
From earth's ſad contraſt (now deplor'd) more fair? Fin 
What exquiſite viciſſitude of fate! ro 
Bleſs'd abſolution of our blackeſt hour! | Am! 
LORENZO ! theſe are thoughts that make man man, Gre 
The wife illumine, aggrandize the great. * Wh 
How great (while yet we tread the kindred clod, 1 Wh: 
And ev'ry moment fear to fink beneath I 
The clod we tread; ſoon trodden by our ſons), As 
Wit 


How great, in the wild whirl of Ti-e's purſuits, 
To ſtop, and pauſe, involv'd in high preſage, 
Through the long viſto of a thouſand years, 

To ſtand contemplating our diſtant ſelves, 

As in a magnifying mirror ſeen, 

Enlarg'd, ennobled, elevate, divine! 

To propheſy dur own futurities ! nn 
To gaze in thouglrt on what all thought traifletds ” 
To talk, with feltow-candidares, of Joe, eee 
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As far beyond conception, as deſert, er eder 
Ourſelves th' aſtoniſh'd; talkers, and as 2 1 * l 
LoxxxZzo, ſwells thy boſom at the thought? 

The ſwell becomes thee: tis an honeſt pride. 
| Revere thyſelf ;—and yet thyſelf deſpiſe. 
His nature no man can o'er-rate ; and none 
Can under-rate his merit. Take good heed, 
Nor there be modeſt, where thou ſhould(t be proud; 
12 almoſt univerſal errour ſhun. 
How juſt our pride, when we behold 25e heights ! 
| * Not thoſe Aubition paints in air, but thoſe 
Reaſon points out, and ardent Virtue gains; 
And angels emulate ; our pride how juſt ! 102305 
When mount we? when' theſe ſhackles caſt ? when quit 
> This cell of the creation? this ſmall neſt, 
Stuck in a corner of the univerſe, 
Wrapt up in fleecy cloud, and fine-ſpun air ? 
Pine - ſpun to ſenſe ; but groſs and feculent 
To ſouls celeſtial : ſouls ordain'd to breathe 
Ambroſial gales, and drink a purer fky ; 
* Greatly triumphant on Time's farther ſhore, 
Where Virtue reigns, enrich'd with full arrearsg 
While Pomp Imperial begs an alms of peace. 
8 ln empire high, or in proud ſcience deep, 
| Ye born of earth on what can you confer, 
g With half the dignity, with half the gain, 


4 Frhe g att, the glow of rational delight, 
. on 75 theme, which angels praiſe, and chare? 


Man's fates and favours are a theme in heaven. 

1 a 

nat wretched repetition cloy us Here / 

4 What periodick potions for the ſick | 
© d iſteraper'd bodies! and diſtemper” d wit, + Shot 
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What webs of wonder ſhall unravel, there? 
What full day pour on all the paths of heav'n, 
And light th' Almighty's footſteps in the deep! 


Unwind, at once; the labyrinths of fate, 
And {traighten its inextricable maze ! 

If inextinguiſhable thirſt in man 
Te know; how rich, how full our banquet, there 7 
There, not the moral world alone unfolds ; 
The world material, lately ſeen in ſhades, 
And in thoſe ſhades, by fragments only ſeen, 
And ſeen thoſe fragments by the lab'ring eye, | 
Unbroken, then, illuſtrious, and entire, 5.4. 0 
Its ample ſphere, its univerſal frame, Fi 
In full dimenſions, ſwells to the ſurvey ; 5 
And enters, at one glance, the raviſh'd ſight. 06 
From ſome ſuperiour point (where who can tell? © 0 
Suffice it, tis a point where gods reſide) WE Tc 
How fhall the ſtranger man's illumin'd eye, = Of 
In the vaſt ocean of unbounded ſpace, IX (Fi 
Behold an infinite of floating worlds rn 
Divide the cryſtal waves of zther pure, Ar 
In endleſs voyage, without port? The ſeaſt EY 


Ll te Me — 


Of theſe diſſeminated orbs, how great For 
Great as they are, what numbers theſe ſurpaſs, Dru 
| 


Huge, as Leviathan, to that ſmall race, For 
Thoſe twinkling multitudes of little life, Our 
He ſwallows unperceiv'd ! Stapendous theſe ! And 
Yet what are theſe ſtupendous to the ue? 1 A nl 
As particles, as atoms ill · perceived; uu 
As circulating globules in our veins ; | Z Hard 
So vaſt the plan: fecundity divine ! {20 How 


Exub'rant ſource ! perhaps I wrong thee ſtill. 
If admiration is à ſource of joy, go 
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Who toſs'd this maſs of wonders from his hand, 
A ſpecimen, an earneſt of his pow'r ? 

'Tis to that glory, whence all glory flows, 

As the mead's meaneſt flow'ret to the ſun, 


Which gave it birth. But what, this ſan of heaven? 


This bliſs ſupreme of the ſupremely bleſs'd ? 
Death, only death, the queſtion can reſolve. 
By death cheap- bought tl ideas of our joy; 
The bare ideas! ſolid happineſs 
So diſtant from its ſhadow ohac'd below. 

And chace we ſtill the phantom thro' the fire, 


* Over bog, and brake, and precipice, till death ? 


* And toil we ſtill for ſublunary pay? 


4 Defy the dangers of the field and flood, 
Or, ſpider- Ake, ſpin out our precious all, 


5 Our more than vitals ſpin (if no regard 


= To great futurity) in curious webs 
Ol ſubtile thought, and exquiſite deſign, 


J 


© (Fine net-work of the brain!) to catch a fly ; 
The momentary buz of vain renown! 
A name, a mortal immortality! 


Or (meaner {till !) inſtead of graſping air, 
For ſordid /zcre plunge we in the mire ? 


Drudge, ſweat thro” ev'ry ſhame, for ev'ry gain, 


For vile contaminating traſh ; throw up 
Our hope in heav'n, our dignity with men? 


4 And deify the dirt, matur'd to gold? 


Pow low the wretche 


4A nbition, Av"rice ? the two 2 theſe, 
Which goad tiro' ev'ry flongh our human herd, 
Diard. travell'd from the cradle to tlie grave. 
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= What tranſport hence ! Yet this the leaſt in heay'n, 
= What this to that illuſtrious robe he wears, 


s ſtoop! how ſteep they climb! 
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Theſe demaut burn mankind ; but moſt poſſeſs 
Lorxtxzo's boſom, and turn out the ſkies. 
Is it in time to hide eternity? 
And why not in an atom on the ſhore, 
To cover ocean? or a mote, the ſun ? 
Glory and wealth ! have they this blinding pow'r ? 
What if to them I prove Loxenzo blind? 
Would it ſurpriſe thee ? be thou then ſurpris'd ; 
Thou either know'ſt: their nature learn from me. 
Mark well, as foreign as He ſuljects ſeem, 
What cloſe connection ties them to my theme. 
Firſt? what is true ambition? The purſuit 
Of glory, nothing leſs than man can ſhare, 
Were they as vain, as gaudy-minded man, 
As flatulent with fumes of ſelf-applauſe, 
Their arts and conqueſts anima might boaſt, 
And claim their /aure/ crowns, as well as we; 
But not cee Here we ſtand alone; 
As in our form, diſtinct, pre-eminent ; 


. . in thought, our ſtature 15 gur ſhame, 


Aud man ſhould bluſh, his forchead meets the ficies, 
The viſble and preſent are for brutes, 
A ſlender portion! and a narrow bound! 
Theſe Reaſon, with an energy divine, 
O'erleaps; and claims the ſuture and unſeen ; 
The vaſt unſeen! the future fathomleſs! 
When the great ſoal buoys up to this high point, 
Leaving groſs Nature's ſediment below, 
Then, 2nd then only, Adam's offspring quits 
Phe ſage and hero of the fields and woods, 
Alerts his. rank, and riſes into man. 
e. 18 bon: : this is human fire, 

Can Parti or Place (two bold pretenders !) make 
Lozxzxzo great, and pluck him from the throng? 


* 
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Genius and Art, Ambition's boaſted wings, 

Our boaſt but ill deſerve. A feeble aid! 

# Dedalian enginery! if theſe alone 

AGE our flight, Fame's flight i is Glory. s fall. 

Heart-merit wanting, mount we ne'er ſo high, 

2 # Our height is but the gibbet of our name. 

A celebrated wretch when I behold, 

When I behold a genius bright, and baſe, 

| of tow'ring talents, and terreſtrial aims; 

q Methinks 1 Tee, as thrown from her high ſphere, 
The glorious fragments of a ſoul immortal, 
With rubbiſh mixt, and glitt'ring in the duſt. 

4 Struck at the ſplendid, melancholy ſight, 

1 At once Compaſſion ſoft, and Envy, riſe — 

But wherefore Envy ? talents angel-bripht, | 
3 Uf wanting worth, are hining inſtruments 7 * 
In falſe Ambition's hand, to finiſh faults 
I 3 W111oftrious, and give infamy renown. 

Great / is an atchievement of great pow'rs. 

? Plain Senſe but rarely leads us far aſtray. 

ER eaſon the means, affections chooſe our end; 

by 3 eans have no merit, if our end amiſs. 

If wrong our hearts, our heads are right in vain ; 

Nhat is a Pelham's head, to Pelham's heart? 

earts are proprietors of all applauſe. 

ight ends, and means, make wiſdom : worldly-wiſe 

Is but half-witted, at his higheſt praiſe, _ 

Let Genius then deſpair to make thee great ; 

Por flatter Station. What is ſtation hin? 

Fris a proud mendicant ; it boaſts, and begs 

Wt begs an alms of homage from the throng, T3 ets” 

nd oft the throng denies its charity. 2 r 
onarchs and miniſters, are awful names . ES. 
L 2 we 
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Whoever wear them, challenge our devoir. 

Religion, publick order, both exact 

External homage, and a ſupple knee, 

To beings pompouſly ſet up, to ſerve 

The meaneſt ſlave: all more is merit's due, 

Her ſacred and inviolable right; 

Nor ever paid the monarch, but the u. 

Our hearts ne'er bow but to ſuperiour worth; 

Nor ever fail of their allegiance there. 

Fools, indeed, drop the 2:27 in their account, 

And vote the mantle into majeſty. 

Let the /nall ſavage boaſt his ſilver fur; 

His royal robe unborrow'd and unbought, 

His owa, deſcending fairly from his fires. 

Shall man be proud to wear his livery, 

And ſouls in ermin ſcorn a ſoul without? 

Can place or leſſen us, or aggrandize ? 

Pygmies are pygmies Rill, tho* perch'd on Ap 
And pyramids are pyramids in vales. 

Each man makes his own ſtature, builds himſelf : 

Virtue alone out-builds the pyram?ds ; 

Her monuments ſhall laſt, when Fgypt's fall. 

Of theſe ſure truths doſt thou demand the cauſe ? 

The cauſe is lodg'd in u¹mortality. 

Hear, and aſſent. Thy boſom burns for pow'r ; 

What {tation charms thee? I'll inſtall thee there; 

Tis thine. And art thou greater than before ? 

Then thou before was ſomething / than man. 

Has thy new poſt betray'd thee into pride ? 

That tr&ach'rous pride betrays thy dignity ; ; 

That pride deFames humanity, and calls . 

The being mean, which /taff5 or firings can raiſe,” * 

That pride, like hooded bawks, in darkneſs foars, 
From blindneſs bold, and tow'ring to the ies ; ' 


. ty Fa 
7 
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Tis born of ignorance, which knows not man; 
An angel's ſecond; nor his ſecond, long. 

A Nero quitting his imperial throne, 

And courting glory from the tinkling ſtring, 
But faintly ſhadows an immortal ſoul, 

With empire's ſelf, to pride, or rapture, fir'd. 
If nobler motives miniſter no cure, 

” Ev'n vanity forbids thee to be vain. 

High worth is elevated place: tis more; 


It makes the poſt ſtand candidate for thee ; 
E A Makes more than monarchs, makes an honeſt man; 
2 Tho” no excheguer it commands, tis wealth; 


And tho' it wears no ribbaud, tis renown ; 

> Renown, that would not quit thee tho” diſgrac'd, 
Nor leave thee pendent on a maſter's ſmile. 

= Other ambition Nature interdicts ; 

Nature proclaims it molt abſurd in man, 

=> By pointing at his origin, and end; 

Milk, and a ſwathe, at firſt, his whole demand ; 

+ His whole domain, at /aft, a turf or ſtone; 

To whom, between, a world may ſeem too ſmall. 
Souls y great dart forward on the wing 

Ot juſt ambition, to the grand reſult, 

The curtain's fall; there, ſee the buſkin'd chief 

£22 Unihod behind this momentary ſcene ; 

1 Reduc'd to his own ſtature, low or high, 

As vice, or virtue, ſinks him, or ſublimes ; 

And laugh at this fantaſtick mummery, 

This antick prelude of groteſque events, 

Where dwarfs are often ſtilted, and betray F 

| A littleneſs of ſoul, by worlds o'er-run, WE 
And nations laid in blood. Dread ſacrifice Wr 


To 98 pride! which had with hagront hook 
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Whoever wear them, challenge our devoir. 

Religion, publick order, both exact 

External homage, and a ſupple knee, 

To beings pompouſly ſet up, to ſerve 

The meaneſt ſlave: all more is merit's due, 

Her ſacred and inviolable right; 

Nor ever paid the monarch, but the u. 

Our hearts ne'er bow but to ſuperiour worth ; 

Nor ever fail of their allegiance there, 

Fools, indeed, drop the 2:27 in their account, 

And vote the mantle into majeſty. 

Let the /mal/ ſuvage boaſt his filver fur; 

His royal robe unborrow'd and unbought, 

His owe, deſcending fairly from his fires. 

Shall man be proud to wear his livery, 

And ſouls in ermin ſcorn a ſoul without? 

Can place or leſſen us, or aggrandize ? 

Pygmies are pygmies Kill, tho' perch'd on /ps ; 
And pyramids are pyramids in vales. 

Each man makes his own {tature, builds himſelf : 

Virtue alone out-builds the pyramids ; 

Her monuments ſhall laſt, when Fg ypt's fall. 
Of theſe ſare truths doſt thou demand the cauſe ? 

The cauſe is lodg'd in immortality. 

Hear, and aſſent. Thy boſom burns for pow'r ; 

What ſtation charms thee? 1'Il inſtall thee there; 

»Tis thine. And art thou greater than before ? 

Then thou before was ſomething /e/5 than man. 

Has thy new poſt betray'd thee into pride? 

That tr&ach'rous pride betrays thy dignity ; ; 

That pride defames humanity, and calls HP 

The being mean, which ſtaff or ſings can raiſe,” 1 

That pride, like hooded hawks, in darkneſs foars, | 

From blindneſs bold, and tow' ring to tlie ſkies g ö 


r 
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Tis born of ignorance, which knows not man; 
An angel's ſecond; nor his ſecond, long. 
A Nero quitting his imperial throne, 
And courting glory from the tinkling ſtring, 
But faintly ſhadows an immortal ſoul, 
With empire's ſelf, to pride, or rapture, fir d. 
If nobler motives miniſter no cure, 
Ev'n vanity forbids thee to be vain, 
High worth is elevated place: tis more; 
It makes the poſt ſtand candidate for thee ; 
Makes more than monarchs, makes an honeſt man ; 
Tho? no exchequer it commands, tis wealth; 
And tho? it wears no ribbaud, *tis renown ; 
Renown, that would not quit thee tho' diſgrac'd, 
Nor leave thee pendent on a maſter's ſmile. 
Other ambition Nature interdicts ; 
Nature proclaims it moſt abſurd in man, 
By pointing at his origin, and end ; 
Milk, and a ſwathe, at firſt, his whole demand ; F 
His whole domain, at /aft, a turf or ſtone ; -vx 
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To whom, between, a world may ſeem too ſmall. 


Souls truly great dart forward on the wing 
Of juſt ambition, to the grand reſult, 


The curtain's fall; there, ſee the buſkin'd chief 


2 Unihod behind this momentary ſcene ; 


2X Reduc'd to his own ſtature, low or high, 


* 
* * 
. . 
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As vice, or virtue, ſinks him, or ſublimes; 


And laugh at this fantaſtick mummery, a 
This antick prelude of groteſque events, | 
Where dwarfs are often ſtilted, and betray 
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The darkeſt Pagans, offer'd to their gods, 
O thou moſt Chriſtian enemy to peace! 
Again in arms? again provoking fate! 
That prince, and that alone, is truly great, 
Who draws the ſword reluctant, gladly ſheathes ; 
On empire builds what empire far outweighs, 
And makes his throne a ſcaffold to the ſkies. 

Why this ſo rare ? Becauſe forgot of all 

The day of death; that venerable day, 
Which fits as judge ; that day, which ſhall pronounce 
On all our days, abſolve them, or condemn. 
 LoRENZo, never ſhut thy thought againſt it; 
Be /evees ne er ſo full, afford it room, 
And give it audience in the cabinet. 
That friend conſulted, flatteries apart, 

Will tell thee fair, if thou art great or mean. 


To doat on aught may leave us, or be left, | = \ 

Is that ambition? then let flames deſcend, = Fin, 
Point to the centre their inverted ſpires, = Wh 
And learn humiliation from a ſoul, An 
Which boaſts her lineage from celeſtial fire. A : Wh, 
Yet theſe are they the world pronounces wiſe ; And 
The world which cancels Nature's right and wrong. : Indi 


And caſts neu wiſdom : ev'n the grave man lends 
His ſolemn face, to countenance the coin. 
Wiſdom for parts is madneſs for the whole. 
This ſtamps the paradox, and gives us leave 

To call the wiſeſt weak, the richeſt poor, 

The moſt ambitious, unambitious, mean ; 

In triumph, mean; and abject on a throne. 
Nathing can make it leſs than mad in man, 

To put forth all his ardour, all his art, 

And give his ſoul her full unbounded flight, . 
| Y But . him, who gave 285 IO to fly. 
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4; & When blind Ambition quite miſtakes her road, 
3 And downwards pores, for that which ſhines above, 
= Subſtantial happineſs, and true renown ; 
1 5 Then, like an idiot gazing on the brook, 
WMe leap at ſtars, and faſten in the mud; 
ih At glory grafp, and fink in infamy. 
Ambition ! pow'rful ſource of good and ill ! 
Thy ſtrength in man, like length of wing in birds, 
When diſengag'd, from earth, with greater eaſe, 
8 ; And ſwifter flight, tranſports us to the ſkies: 
By toys entangled, or in guilt bemir'd, 
| } It turns a curſe ; it is our chain and ſcourge, 
In this dark dungeon, where confin'd we lie, 
Cloſe- grated by the ſordid bars of Sex/7 ; 
All proſpect of eternity ſhut out; 
And, but for execution, ne'er ſet free. 
>> Witherrour in Ambition juſtly charg'd, 
= Find we LoxExzo wiſer in his wealth. 
What if thy rental I reform ? and draw 
; An inventory new, to ſet thee right ? 

Where, thy true treaſure ? Gold ſays, © Not in me.” 
And, Not in me,“ the Diamond, Gold is poor; 
India's inſolvent; ſeek it in thyſelf, 

Scele! in thy naked ſelf, and find it there ; 
In being ſo deſcended, form'd, endow'd; 
8 Sky born, ſky-gnided, ſky- returning race! 
, immortal, rational, divine! 
* Senſes which inherit earth and heavens ; 
oy the various riches Nature yields ; 
| a nobler ; give the riches they enjoy ; 
we taſte to fraits, and harmony to groves ; 
heir radiant beams to gold, and gold's bright fire N 
e in, at once, the landikip of the world, 1 | 
da ſmall inlet, which a grain might cloſ c, 
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And half create the wond'rous world they ſee. I 
Our Senſes, as our Reaſon, are divine. 3 
But for the magick organ's pow'rful charm, 11 
Earth were a rude uncolour'd chaos ſtill. £ 4 
Objects are but th' occaſion, ours th' exploit; Fo 1 
Ours is the cloth, the pencil, and the paint, 92 B 
Which Nature's admirable pictures draws, 1 1 
And beautifies creation's ample dome. = G 
Like Miiton's Eve, when gazing on the lake, l E 0 
Man makes the matchleſs image, man admires. | ; 8 
Say then, ſhall man, his thoughts all ſent abroad, 14 
Superiour wonders in himſelf forgot, | N 
His admiration waſte on objects round, 4 Ir 
When Heav'n makes him the ſoul of all he ſees ? . 
Abſurd ! not rare! ſo great, ſo mean, is man. ; A 
What wealth in Sex/es ſuch as theſe ! what wealth |” D 
In Fancy fir'd to form a fairer ſcene | | 
Than Senſe ſurveys! in Mem'ry's firm record, T7 
Which, ſhould it periſh, could this world recal, =_ ' 
From the dark ſhadows of o'erwhelming years ! | M 
In colours freſh, originally bright | 5 
Preſerve its portrait, and report its fate! 3 
What wealth in iatellect, that ſov'reign pow'r = T 
- Which /enſe, and fancy, ſummons to the bar; $ T 
Interrogates, approves, or reprehends; | 
And from the maſs thoſe underlings import, ; " 
From their materials ſifted, and refin'd, ; A 


And in Truth's balance accurately weigh'd, 
Forms Art, and Science, Government, and Lau; 
The ſolid baſis, and the beauteous frame, 

The vitals, and the grace of civil life! 

And manners (fad exception!) ſet aſide, 

Strikes out Sic maſter-hand, a copy faix 

Of is idea, whoſe indulgent thought 
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That bliſs to gain? Is Virtue's, then, unknown ? 
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Long, long ere chaos teem'd, plann'd human bliſs. 
What wealth in ſouls that ſoar, dive, range around, 

Diſdaining limit, or from place, or time; 

And hear at once, in thought extenſive, hear 

Th' almighty fiat, and the trumpet's ſound ? 

Bold, on creation's outſide walk,. and view 

What was, and is, and more than e'er ſhall be; 

Commanding, with omnipotence of thought, 

Creations new in fancy's field to. riſe ! 

Souls, that can graſp whate'er th' Almighty made, 

And wander wild through things impoſſible! 

What wealth, in taculties of endleſs growth, 

In quenchleſs paſions violent to crave, 

In /iverty to chooſe, in power to reach, 

And in duration (how thy riches riſe !) 

Duration to perpetrrate—boundleſs bliſs! 

_ Aſk you, what power reſides in feeble man 


Virtue, our preſent peace, our future prize. 
Man's unprecarious, natural eſtate, 
Improvable at will, in virtue lies; 

Its tenure ſure ; its income is divine. 

High-built abundance, heap on heap ! for what? 
To breed new wants, and beggar us the more; 
Then, make a richer ſcramble for the throng ? 
Soon as this feeble pulſe, which leaps ſo long 
Almoſt by miracle, is tir'd with play, 

Like rubbiſh from diſploding engines thrown, 

Our magazines of hoarded trifles fly ; 

Fly diverſe; fly to foreigners, to foes ; 

New maſters court, and call the former fool, 

(How juſtly !) for dependence on their ſtay. 

Wide ſcatter, firſt, our play-things ; then our duſt. 
Doſt court abundance for the ſake ofheace : 


134 THe COMPLAINT. Night 6. 


Learn, and lament thy ſelf-defeated ſcheme : 
L- Riches enable to be richer ſtill; 
And, richer ſtill, what mortal can reſiſt ? 
Thus wealth (a cruel taſk-maſter !) enjoins 
; New toils, ſucceeding toils, an endleſs train | 
And murders peace which taught it firſt to ſhine. 
The poor are ha/f as wretched as the rich; 
Whoſe proud and painful privilege it is, 
At once, to bear a double load of wo; 
To feel the ſtings of Envy, and of Wart, 
Outrageous want! both Indie, cannot cure. 
A competence is vital to content. 
Much wealth is corpulence, if not diſeaſe ; 
Sick, or incumber'd, 1s our happineſs. 
A competence is all we can enjoy. 


O be content, where Heav'n can give no more! 
More, like a flaſh of water from a lock, 
Quickens our ſpirit's movement for an hour ; 
But ſoon its force 1s ſpent, nor riſe our joys 
Above our native temper's common ſtream. 
Hence diſappointment lurks in ev'ry prize, 
As bees in flow'rs, and ſtings us with ſucceſs. . 
The rich man, who denies it, proudly feigns ; 
Nor knows the wiſe are privy to the lie. 
Much learning ſhews how little mortals &zow ; 4 
Much wealth, how little worldlings can enjoy, 
At beſt, it babies us with endleſs toys, 
And keeps us children till we drop to duſt. 
As monkeys at a mirror ſtand amaz'd, 
They fail to find, what they ſo plainly ſee; 
Thus men, in ſhining riches, ſee the face 
Of happineſs, nor know it is a ſhade; 
But gaze, and touch, and peep, and peep again, 
And wiſh, and wonder it is abſent ſtill. 
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How few can reſcue opulence from want! 
Who lives to Nature, rarely can be poor; 
Who lives to Fancy, never can be rich. 
Poor is the man in debt; the man of gold, 
F In debt to Fortune, trembles at her pow'r. 
The man of Reaſon ſmiles at her, and death. 

O what a patrimony this ! A being 
6 Bag ſuch inherent ſtrength and majeſty, 
Not worlds pofleſs'd can raiſe it; worlds deſtroy'd 
Can't injure ; which holds on its glorious courſe, 
When thine, O Nature ends; too bleſt to mourn 
Creation's obſequies. What treaſure, this / 
* The monarch is a beggar to the man. 
Immortal! Ages paſt, yet nothing gone! 
{ Morn without eve! A race without a goal! 
* Unſhorten'd by progreſſion infinite! 
i: | Furry for ever future! Life 
Beginning ſtill, where computation ends! 
Tis the deferiprion of a Deiry ! 


Lis the deſcription of the e E ſlave: 
The meaneſt ſlave dares then LoR ENZO ſcorn ? 
The meaneſt ſlave thy /o2*r#/g7 glory ſhares. 
Proud youth ! faſtidious of the /ow2r world ! 
Man' s lauful pride includes humility; 
Stoops to the loweſt; is too great to find 
Inferiours; - all immortal! brothers all! 
Proprietors eternal of thy love. 


Immortal what can {trike the /en/e 80 ſtron 
s this the /oz/? it thunders to the t thought; > 
h 22 amazes; Gratitude o'erwhelms ; 

| 3 No more we {lumber on the brink of fate; 

* ous'd at the ſound, th' exulting ſoul aſcends; 
nd breathes her native air; an air that 3 
Lubitions high, and fans zthcreal fires; 
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Quick-kindles all that is divine within us; 


Make one promiſcuous and neglected heap. 
The man beneath; if I may call him man, 
Whom immortality's full force inſpires. 
Nothing terreſtrial touches his high thought ; 
Suns ſhine unſeen, and thunders roll unheard, Are 
By minds quite conſcious of their high deſcent, 4 
Their preſent province, and their future prize ; 
Divinely darting upward ev'ry wiſh, | 
Warm on the wing, in glorious abſence loſt. 

ubt you this truth ? why labours your belief! 
If earth's whole orb, by ſome due diſtanc'd eye, 
Were ſeen at once, her tow'ring, Ai. would ink, 


Nor leaves one loit'ring thought beneath the ſtars. , : 
Has not Lok£xzo's boſom caught the flame? = 7 
Immortal ! Were but one immortal, how = - 
Would others envy ! how would thrones adore! = c 
Becauſe tis common, is the bleſſing loſt? 1 | 7 

How hs ties up the bounteous hand of Heav'n! 5 5 
O vain, vain, vain! all elſe! Eternity / BS r 
A glorious, and a cd refuge, that, 7 85 
From vile impriſonment in abject views. 2 A 
Tis iumortality, tis that alone, 5 v 
Amid Life's pains, abaſements, emptineſs, | . B. 
The ſoul can comfort, elevate, and fill. f ' 77 
That only, and that amply, this performs; f f 0 
Lifts us above Liſe's pains, her joys above; = rx 
Their terrour /e , and the their luſtre loſe ; | 5 An 

4 Eternity depending covers all ; 2 
i Eternity depending all atchieves ; : He 
| Sets earth at diſtance; caſts her into ſhades ; 2 or 
i Blends her diſtinctions; abrogates her pow'rs BS 7. 
| 4 The low, the lofty, joyous, and ſevere, Ho 
1 Fortune's dread frowns, and faſcinating ſmiles, To, 
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And levell'd Arlar leave an even ſphere. 

Thus Earth, and all that earthly minds AP 

Is ſwallow'd in Eternity's vaſt round. 

To that ſtupendous view, when fouls awake, 

So large of late, ſo mountainous to man, 

Time's toys ſubſide ; and equal all below. 
Enthuſiaſtick, this? Then all are weak, 

But rank enthuſiaſts. To this godlike height 

Some ſouls have ſoar'd; or martyrs ne'er had bled, 

And all ay do, what has by v been done. 

Who, beaten by theſe ſublunary ſtorms, 

Boundleſs, interminable joys can weigh, 

Unraptur'd, unexalied, uninfiam'd ? 

What ſlave unbleſs'd, who from to-morrow's dawn 

= Expects an empire? he forgets his chain, 

And, thron'd in thought, his abſent ſceptre waves. 

And what a ſceptre waits us! what a throne! 
Her own immenſe appointments to compute, 

Or comprehend her high prerogatives, 

Is this her dark minority, how toils, 

How vainly pants, the human ſoul divine ? 
Too great the bounty feems for earthly joy ; 
What heart but trembles at ſo ſtrange a bliſs ? 

In ſpite of all the traths the muſe has ſung, 
Truths touching! marvellous ! and full of heav'n! 
Ne'er to be priz'd enough ! enough revoly'd! 
Are there, who wrap the world ſo cloſe about them, 
They ſee no farther than the clouds; and dance 

On heedleſs vanity's fantaſtick toe; 

Till, ſtumbling at a ſtraw, in their career, 
Headlong they plunge, where end both dance and ſong? 
Are there, Lox EN Zz O! is it poſhible? 
Are there on Lies (let me not call them men) 
*:--00 


64 * 
_—_— 
A. — . 
TY \% * \ n Ft * 
. 9 5 + 
1 2 - 
. o 


Nee et 2 6th 
** 2 1 


85 e A LSOET ER ey — _ 5 e e x 


- 


1 2 

. 
— . — + 
— 


— * 
— 


erer — 
4 S —_ ww EE. 


n 
» Þ a * * 


1 


386 Tur COMPLAINT. 


= 


Night 6, 


Who lodge a ſoul immortal in their breaſts ; > 
Unconſcious as the mountain of its ore; of O1 


Or rock, of its ineſtimable gem ? 7 f O: 
When rocks ſhall melt, and mountains vaniſh, he MT Ai, 
Shall know their treaſure; treaſure, hen, no more. % 5 Th 
Are there (ſtill more amazing!) who reſiſt g 4 
The riſing thought ? who ſmother, in its birth, © 0 Of 
The glorious truth? who ſtruggle to be brutes ? By 
Who through this boſom- barrier burſt their way! 1 
And, with revers'd ambition, ſtrive to ſink ? 5 ; Of 
Who labour downwards through th' oppoſing pow'rs Spe 
Of inſtinct, reaſon, and the world againſt them, An 
To diſmal hopes, and ſhelter in the ſhock , . Lo 
Of endleſs night; night darker than tlie grave's ? | ; 4 
Who fight the proofs of immortality ? oe 
With horrid zeal, and execrable arts, All 
Work all their engines, level their black fires, ES Th 
To blot from man ths attribute divine, Far 
(Than vital blood far dearer to the wiſe), : Kr 
Blaſphemers, and rank Atheiſts to themſelves ? pre 


To contradict them, ſee all Nature riſe! Hor 


What object, What event, the moon beneath, PÞ. Blo: 
Bat argues, or endears, an after fcenc ? | The 
To Reaſon proves, or weds it to Deſire & 74 
All things proclaim it neeafz/; ſome advance 1 
One precious ſtep beyond, and prove it /zre. As; 
A tliouſand arguments ſwarm round my pen, @ Em 
From Heav'n and Earth, and Man. Indulge a few, | V 
By Nature, as her common habit, worn; Nat: 
So preſſing Providence a truth to teach, W Eter 
Wich truth untaught, all other truths were vain, 8 7 hat 
5 Thou ! whoſe all providential eye ſurveys, Ard: 
Whole hand directs, whoſe ſpirit fills and warms Zeal 


Creation, and holds empire far beyond! 
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| Eternity's inhabitant auguſt ! 
© Of two Eternities 3 Lord! 
One paſt, ere man's or angel's had begun; 
Aid! while I reſcue from the foe's aſſault 
755 glorious immortality in 1am. 
A theme for ever, and for all, of weight, 
Of moment infinite! but reliſh'd moſt 


— 
db 


* „„ 


* By thoſe who love thee moſt, who moſt adore. 


Nature, thy daughter, ever-changing birth, 

Of thee the great Immutable, to man 

Speaks wiſdom ; 1s his oracle ſupreme; 
And he who moſt conſults her, is moſt wiſe. 

* LokENzZo, to this heav'nly De/phos haſte; 
And come back all immortal; all-divine: 
Look Nature through, tis revolt all; 
All change, no death. 
The dying day; ſtars riſe, and ſet, and riſe; 
N | Farth takes th' example. 
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Drops into pallid Autummse Winter grey, 
Horrid with froſt, and turbulent with ſtorm, 
Blows Autumn, and his golden fruits away; 
Then melts into the Spring 7 
| Favonian, 

| Recalls the firſt. All, to reflouriſh, fades, 
As in a wheel, all ſinks, to reaſcend. 

| Emblems of man, who paſſes, not-expires. 

i 6 With this minute diſtinction, emblems juſt, 
Nature revolves, but man advances; both 

Eternal, 7hat a circle, this a line; 

F That gravitates, this ſoars. Th' aſpiring ſou}, 

Ardent, and tremulous, like flame aſcends ; 
Leal, and Humility, her wings to heaven. 
N 


See the Summer gay, 
Wich her green chaplet, and ambrolital flowers, 


139 


Day follows night ; and night, 


foft Spring, with breath 
from warm chambers of the South, 
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The world of matter, with its various forms, 


All dies into new life. Life born from death ; ; 
Rolls the vaſt maſs, and ſhall for ever roll. ö : 8 
No ſingle atom, once in being, loſt. 14 
With change of counſel charges the Moſt High. 3 14 
What hence infers LORENZ: O! Can it be? 1 
Matter immortal? and ſhall Spirit die ? Fa A 
Above the nobler, ſhall leſs noble riſe ? F > b. 
Shall man alone, for whom all elſe revives, f 20h R. 
No reſurrection know ? ſhall man alone, ; Re 
Imperial man ! be ſown in barren ground, TI 
Leſs privileg'd than grain, on which he feeds? 0 
Is man, in whom alone is pow'r to prize a N- 
The bliſs of being, or with previous pain Or 
Deplore its period, by the ſpleen of fate, 6 
Severely doom'd Death's ſingle unredeem' d: * | 
If Nature's revolution ſpeaks aloud, - Ly 
In her gradation hear her louder ſtill, -— UE 
Look Nature through, tis neat gradation all. US 
By what minute degrees her ſcale aſcends |! 7 C 
Each middle nature join'd at each extreme, „ 
To that above it join'd, to that beneath, 40 v 
Parts, into parts, reciprocally ſhot, 26 D 
Abhor divorce: what love of union reigns! B. 
Here, dormant matter waits a call to liſe; by The 
Half- life, half- death, join there; here, life and ſenſe; Yo, 
There, ſenſe from reafon ſteals a glimm'ring ray; 4 And | 


Reaſon ſhines out in man. But how preſery'd 
The chain unbroken upward, to the realms 
Of incorporeal life; thoſe realms of bliſs, 
Where death hath no dominion? Grant a make 
Half-mortal, half-immortal ; earthly, part; 
And part ethereal; grant the ſoul of man 
Eternal; or in man the feries ends. 


iſe; | 
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Wide yawns the gap; connection is no more; 
Check'd Reaſon halts; her next ſtep wants ſupport ; 
Striving to climb, the tumbles from her ſcheme; 
A ſcheme, Analogy pronounc'd ſo true; 
Analogy, man's ſureſt guide below. 
Thus far, / Nature calls on thy belief. 
And will Lorenzo, careleſs of the call, 
Falſe atteſtation on all Nature charge, 


Rather than violate his league with Death ? 


* Renounce his reaſon, rather than renounce 


The duſt belov'd, and run the i of heay'n ? 


O what indignity to deathleſs ſouls ! 


What treaſon to the majeſty of man! 
Of man immortal ! hear the lofty ſtyle: 


If ſo decreed, th' Almighty will be done. 

Let earth diſſolve, yon pond'rous orbs deſcend, 

„ And grind us into duſt: the /ou/ is ſafe; 

„The nan emerges; mounts above the wreck, 

As tow'ring 3 from Nature's fun'ral pyre; 

„% Ober devaſtation, as a gainer, ſmiles ; 

* His charter, his inviolable right, 

„ Well-pleas'd to learn from thunder's impotence, 
0 Death's pointleſs darts, and Hell's defeated ſtorms.“ 


But theſe chimeras touch not thee, LoREnzo ! 


h The glories of the world, thy ſev'nfold ſhield. 


Other ambition than of crowns in air, 
And ſaperlunary felicities, 
hy boſom warm. I'll cool it, if I can; 


End turn thoſe glorics that inchant, againſt thee, 


3 Vhat ties thee to / life, proclaims the ext. 
3 f wiſe, the cauſe that wounds thee is thy cure. 


Come, my ambitions ] let us mount together, 
To mount LoxENzo never can refuſe) ; 
Y ng is "M8 


— 


And from the clouds, where pride delights to dwell, 


Terreſtrial wonders, that eclipſe the ſkies. 
What lengths of labour'd lands! what loaded ſeas ! 
Loaded by man, for pleaſure, wealth, or war! 
Seas, winds, and planets, into ſervice brought, 
His art acknowledge, and promote his ends. 

Nor can th' eternal rocks his will withſtand ; 
What levell'd mountains; and what lifted vales! 
O'er vales and mountains ſumptuous cities ſwell, 
And gild our landſcape with their glitt'ring ſpires. 
Some mid the wond'ring waves majeſtick rite; 
And Neptune holds a mirror to thar charms. 

Far greater ſtill! (what cannot mortal might?) 
See, wide dominions raviſh'd from the deep! 

The narrow'd deep with indignation foams. 

Or ſouthward turn; to delicate, and grand, 

The finer arts, there ripen in the ſun. 

How the tall temples, as to meet their gods, 
Aſcend the ſkies! the proud triumphal arch 

Shews us half heav'n beneath its ample bend. 


- Whole rivers, there, laid by in baſons, ſleep. 
Here, plains turn oceans; there vaſt oceans join, 
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And chang'd creation takes its face from man. 
Beats thy brave breaſt for formidable ſcenes, 
Where fame and empire wait upon the ſword ! 
See fields in blood ; hear naval thunders riſe ; 
BRITANNIA'S voice! that awe's the world to peace. 
How yon enormous mole projecting breaks 

The mid-ſea, furious waves! their roar amidſt, 
Out-fpeaks the Deity, and ſays, „O main! 
Thus far, nor farther ; zew reſtraints obey.” 
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Look down on earth. What ſeeſt thou? wondrous 
[things ! 


High. through mid air, here, ſtreams are taught to flow. 


Through kingdoms channel'd deep from ſhore to ſhore; 


* 
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Farth's diſembowel'd: meaſur'd are the ſkies! 
Stars are detected in their deep receſs! 
© 5 Creation widens! vanquiſh'd Nature yields! 
Hier ſecrets are extorted ! Art prevails ! 
1 What monuments of genius, ſpirit, pow'r ! 
: And now, LoRExzo ! raptur'd at this ſcene, 
þ- | Whoſe glories render heav'n ſuperfluous ! ſay, 
= Whoſe footſteps theſe ? —/-7mo7rtals have been here. 
Could /2/s than ſouls immortal this have done? 
{ Earth's cover'd o'er with proofs of ſouls immortal; 
And proofs of immortality forgot. 
| To flatter thy grand foible, I confeſs, 
> > Theſe are Ambition's works; and theſe are great: 
But is, the leaſt immortal ſouls can do; 
Tranſcend them all. But what can theſe tranſcend? 
Doſt aſłk me, What: — One ſigh for the red. 
What then for izfide/s ? A deeper ſigh. 
Tis moral grandeur makes the mighty man: 
How /:tt/c they, who think aught great below! 
All our ambitions death defeats, but one; 
And that it crowns. —Here ceaſe we: but, ere long, 
More pow'rful proof ſhall take the field againſt thee, 
Stronger than death, and ſmiling at the tomb, 
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NIGHT THE SEVENTH. 


in 
? A1 
The INFIDEL Reclaimed. * 
t0 
a te- 
PART SECOND. AY c-- 
I 
In 
Containing the NaruxR, PRoor, and Iron. ſe 
Wi 
Tance of IMMORTALITY. C1. 
> ON 
* ſn; 
8 YR EP 00} of 2 bay 
Ta, 
* 71m 
S we are at war with the power, it were well if we 10 
were at war with the manners of France. A land of mer 
le vit), is a land of guilt. A ſerious mind is the native foil mor 
of every virtue, and the ſingle character that does true to ſt 
honour to mankind. The ſou7s 77:$:07tality has been the fa- the 
vourite theme with the /er/ovs of all ages. Nor is it ſtrange; ; ö and 
It is a ſubject by far the moſt intereſting and important, are 
that can enter the mind of man. Of higheſt moment this | : an a 
ſubject always was, and always ui be. Yet, this its high» | [ 2thit 
eſt moment ſeems to admit of increaſe, at this day; a ſort of PT thin 
ecca ſional importance is ſuperadded to the natural weight off T. 


it; if that opinion which is advanced in the preface to the $ made 
preceding Night, be juſt. It is there ſuppoſed, that all © antic 
our Infidels, whatever ſcheme, for argument's ſake, and to E © were 
keep themſelves in countenance, they patroniſe, are be- „ what 
trayed into their deplorable errour, by ſome doubt ef their been 
immortality, at the bottom. And the more I conſider this 
point, the more I am perſuaded of the truth of that opi- 
nion. Tho' the diſtruſt of a futarity is a ſtrange errour; 3 
yet it is an errour inte which bad men may naturuliy be di- * 
ſtreſſed. For it is impoſſible to bid defiance to final ruin, 
without ſome refuge in imagination, ſome preſumption of 
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7 eſcape. And what preſumption is there? there are but two 
4 I in nature; but two, within the compaſs of human thought. 
b 1 And theſe are. That either God u not, or can not pu- 
: 5 niſh. Conhdering the divine attributes, the fir/? is too groſs 
to be digeſted by our ſtrongeſt wiſhes. And, fince emu 
= tence is as much a divine attribute as hol/neſr, that GoD 

* cannot puniſh, is as abſurd a ſnppoſition, as the former. 
* God certainly can puniſh, as long as the wicked man exifts. 

In non-exiſtence therefore, is their only refage; and con- 

ſequently, non-exittence is their ſtrongeſt with. And ſtrong 

wiſhes have a ſtrange influence on our opinions ; they biafs 
the judgment in a manner, almoſt, incredible. And fince, 
on th/s member of their alternative, there are ſome very 

* ſmall appearances in their favour, and none at all on the - 

ther, they catch at this reed, they lay hold on this thime- 
ra, to ſave themſelves from the ſhock, and horrour, of an 
ꝛimmelliate, and abſolute deſpair. 

Da reviewing my ſubje s, by the light which #h7s argu. 

ment, and others of like tendency, threw upon it, I was 

; more inclined, than ever, to purſue it, as it appeared to me 

to ſtrike directly at the main root of a// our infidelity. In 

the following pages, it is, accordingly, purſued at large 
1 * and ſome arguments for immortality, new (at leaſt to me), 
gare ventu: red on in them. There alſo the writer has made 
an attempt to ſet the groſs abſurdities and horrours of a. 
: nibilation in a fuller and more affecting view, than bs 4. 
# think) to be met with elſewhere. 
* The gentlemen for whoſe ſake this attempt was chiefly 
. made, profeſs great admiration for the wiſdom of heathen 
© antiquity : what pity 'tis they are not. ſincere! If they 
| were fincere, how would it mortify them to conſider, with 
what contempt and abhorrence their notions would have 
eir been received, by theſe whom they ſo much admire? What 
4 degree of contempt and abhorrence would fall to their 
Y fuare, may be conjectured by the following matter of fact 
(in my opinion) extremely memorable. Of all their Hea- 
F then worthies, Socrates (tis well known) Was the moſt, 
Wevarded; difpaſſionate, and compoſed* yet this' great ma- 
er of temper, was argry; and angry at his Jaft 5 U = 
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angry with his friend; and angry for what deſerved ac. FR 
. # . . XL * 
knowledgment ; angry, for a right and tender inſtance f T 5 
true friendſhip towards him. Is not this ſurpriſing? What A 
could be the cauſe? the cauſe was for his honour; twas a 8 
truly noble, though, perhaps, a too punctilious regard for 


immortality : for his friend aſbing him, with ſuch an affec- | Tt 

tionate concern as became a friend, „ Where he ſhould de- 1 

% poſite his remains?” it was refented by S:crates, as im- If 

plying a diſhonourable ſuppoſition, that he could be ſo Ca 

mean, as to have regard for any thing, even in himſell, 4 He 

that was not IMMORTAL, | Ur 

This fact well conſidered, would make our infidels with- Hi 
draw their admiration from Sy-crates; or make them endes 

your, by their imitation of this illuſtrious example, to ſhare ©. W. 

his glory: and, conſequently, it would incline them to per- Or 

uſe the following pages with candour and impartiality : | Ha 

Which is all I deſire; and that, for th:i7r ſakes: for I am 8 ö 

perſuaded, that an unprejudiced infidel muſt, neceſſarily, BY 

receive ſome advantageous impreſſions from them. Re 

Tauly 7. 1744. | He 

WI 

Re 

= Dif 

| HA EAV N gives the needful, but neglected call. 7 

Inf 

What day, what hour, but knocks at humanhearts, 

To wake the ſoul to ſenſe of future ſcenes ? 0 

Deaths ſtand, like Mercuries, in ev'ry Way; 2 N 0 

And kindly point us to our journey's end. | Jo 

{To 

Pork, who couldſt make immortals! art thou dead in R 


I give thee joy: nor will 1 take my leave; 

So ſoon to follow. Man but dives in death ; 
Dives from the ſun; in fairer day to riſe; 

The grave, his ſubterranean road to bliſs. 

Yes, infinite indulgence plann'd it ſo; : 
Through various parts our glorious ſtory runs; 
Time gives the preface, endleſs Age unrolls 
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Wy This, earth and ies“ already have proclaim'd. 1 
5 5 The world's a prophecy of worlds to come; 1 
; And who what God foretells (who ſpeaks in things, 1 
Still louder than in words) ſhall dare deny: 8 

If Nature's arguments appear too weak, | 


Turn a new leaf, and ſtronger read in ma. 
If man ſleeps on, untaught by what he /zes, 
Can he prove infidel to what he fee/s © 


He, whoſe blind thought futurity denies, | { 
* Unconſcious, bears, BELLEROPHON! like thee, 4 
His own indictment; he condemns himſelf: | 1 


Who reads his boſom, reads immortal life; 
Or, Nature, there, impoſiug on her ſons, 
Has written fables; man was made a Jie. 
Why diſcontent for ever harbour'd there? 
* Incurable conſumption of our peace! 
Reſolve me, why the cottager and King, 


„ 


He whom fea-ſever'd realms obey, ad he * 
Who ſeals his whole dominion from the waſte, 
Repelling winter-blaſts with mud and ſtraw, 
| Diſquieted alike, draw ſigh for ſigh, 
In J fate to diſtant, in complaint fo near ? 
Is it, that things terreſtrial can't content? 
| Deep in rich paſture, will thy flocks complain ? 
Not ſo; but to their maſter is deny'd 
To ſhare their ſweet crene. Man, ill at eaſe, | 
In this, not his ow? place, tuis foreign field, | 
* here Nature fodders him with other food, 
Than was ordain'd his cravings to ſuffice, 
WP oor 1 in abundance, famiin'd at a feaſt, | 
4 ; ISighs o on for ſomething 7vre, when 70ft enjoy d. if 
Is hcav'n then kinder to thy flocks, than thee ? 


1 — - * * 
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Not ſo: thy paſture richer, but remote; 

In part, remote; for that remoter part 

Man bleats from iin, though, perhaps, debauch'd 
By /en/e, his reaſon fleeps, nor dreams the cauſe. 


* 
4 
ö 2 5 
* 1 
* 4 


The cauſe how obvious, when his reaſon wakes ? 1 
His grief is but his grandeur in diſguiſe; ö = *' 
And diſcontent is mortality. : : 

Shall ſons of zther, ſhall the blood of heav'n, } 
Set up their hopes on earth, and ſtable here, | N 
With brutal acquieſcence in the mire ? <1 
LoRENZo ! no! they ſhall be nobly pain'd; | 5 
The glorious foreigners, diſtreſs'd, ſhall ſigh =—_ T 
On thrones; and thou congratuiate the ſigh. 52 
Man's miſery declares him born for bliſs; u 
His anxious heart aſſerts the truth I ſing, * 
And gives the /cep?:cx in his head the lie. e 

Our heads, our hearts, our paſſios, and our pow'r,, No 
Speak the ſame language; call us to the ſkies : a 7 
Unripen'd the/e in this inclement clime, EZ Wh 
Scarce riſe above conjecture, and miſtake; Ps wi, 
And for this land of trifles tho/e too ſtrong | His 
Tumultuous riſe, and tempeſt human life. Full 
What prize on earth can pay us for the ſtorm ? | And 
Meet objects for our paſſions heav'n ordain'd, H: 
Objects that challenge all their fire, and leave That 
No fault, but in defect. Bleſs'd Heav'n! avert Of al 
A bounded ardour for unbounded bliſs. | pope, 
O for a bliſs unbounded! far beneath Al /, 
A ſoul immortal, is a mortal joy. Iss (ca; 
Nor are our yrs to perith immature; ith 
But, after feeble effort here, beneath F obe t 
A brighter fan, and in a nobler ſoil, 2 Ei 
Tranſplanted from this ſublunary bed, ni. 


Shall flouriſh fair, and put forth all their bloom. 


0 


— 
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Reaſon progreſſive, In/tin# is complete; 
Swift [n/tin& leaps; flow Reaſon feebly climbs. 
Brutes ſoon their zenith reach: their little all 
Flows in at once; in ages they no more 
Could know, or do, or covet, or enjoy. 

Were uan to leave co-eval with the ſun, 

The patriarch-pupil would be learning {till ; 

Vet dying, leave his leſſon half unlearn'd. 

Men periſh in advance, as if the ſun 

Should ſet ere noon, in eaſter oceans drown'd ; 
If fit, with dim, illuſtrious to compare, 

The ſun's meridian, with the / of man. 


To man, why, ſtepdame Nature! ſo ſevere 


Why thrown aſide thy maſterpiece along 
While meaner efforts thy laft hand enjoy, 

Or, if abortively poor man muſt die, 

Nor reach what reach he might, why die in dread? 
Wny curs d with foreſtght ? wife to miſery ? 


Why of his proud prerogative the prey! 


Why leſs pre-eminent in rank, 


than pain? 
His um ;rtality 2lone can tell; 


Full ample fund to balance all amiſs, 


And turn the ſcale in favour of the juſt! 
His inmöortality alone can ſolve 
That darkeſt of ex:gmas, human hope ;z 


Or all the darkeſt, if at death we die. 


+ Hope, eager Hope, th' aſſaſſin of our joy, 
LA preſent bleſſiugs treading under foot, 


+ ſcarce a milder tyrant than Deſpair. 


With no paſt toils content, {till planning new, 
„he turns us o'er to death alone for eaſe. 


"me Non, why more taſteleſs than prrſuzt 


4 Wis is a with far dearer than a crown? 
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That wiſh, accompliſh'd, why the grave of bliſs ? | 
Becauſe, in the great future bury'd deep, 1 


Beyond our plans of empire and renown, 1 
Lies all that man with ardour ſhould purſue ; 5 g 
And he who made him, bent him to the right. 1 
Man's heart th' .{/7ighty to the future ſets, 11 
By ſecret and inviolable ſprings ; 1 
And makes his hope his ſublunary joy. — FF; 
Man's heart eats all things, and is hungry {till ; 11 
«© More, more!” the glutton cries: for ſomething new. | Sc 
So rages appetite, if man can't mount, Is 
He will deſcend. He ſtarves on the 24% d. p & W 
Hence, the world's maſter, from Ambition's ſpire, | O0 
In Caprea plung'd; and div'd beneath the brute, | Of 
In that rank ſty why wallow'd empire's ſon [3 D. 
Supreme ? Becauſe he could no higher fly; | vet 
His riot was ambition in deſpair. E Th 
Old Rome conſulted birds; LoxExzo ! thou, wy (ft 
With more ſucceſs the flight of Zope ſurvey ; F i, 
Of reſtleſs Hope, for ever on the wing. = Yor 
High-perch'd o'er ev'ry thought that falcon ſits, E Be e 
To fly st all that riſes in her ſight; N 
And, never ſtooping, but to mount again | Wh 
Next moment, ſhe betrays her aim's miſtake, His 
And owns her quarry lodg'd beyond the grave. In th 
There ſhould it fail us, (it muſt fail us there, > Exiſt 
If being fails), more mournful riddles riſe, If vi 
And V irtuz vies with Hope in myſtery. 5 Bold 
Why Virtue Wuere its praiſe, its being fled ? 3 0g 
Virtue is true ſelf-intereſt purſu'd : N 
What true ſelf-intereſt of quite- mortal man? = Ir Sing 
To cloſe with all that makes him happy here, 1 In 
Why : 


If Vice (as ſametimes) is our friend on earth. 
Then Vice is Virtue; tis our ſoy'reign good. 
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In /e!/f-applanſe is Virtue's golden prize? 
No felf-applauſe attends it on thy ſcheme. , 
Whence ſelf-applauſe ? From conſcience of the right. 
And what is right, but means of happineſs? 
No means of happineſs when virtue yields ? 

That baſis failing, falls the building too, 
And lays in ruin ev'ry virtuous joy. 
The rigid guardian of a blamleſs heart, 

So long rever'd, ſo long reputed wile, 
1 Is weak; with rank knight-errantries o'er- run. 


r 


"—_ ——w l 
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! 


> Why beats thy boſom with illuſtrious dreams 
= = Of ſ-If-expoſure, laudable, and great? 
| Of gallant enterpriſe, and glorious death ? 

Die for thy country ?— Thou romantick fool! 

| Seize, ſeiz2 2 the plank thyſelf, and let her fink : 

Thy country { what to thee ? —tne Codh2ad, what ? 

(I ſpeak with awe!) thoagh he ihould bid thee bleed; 
If, with thy blood, thy /::4/ hope is ſpilt, 

Nor can omnipotence reward the blow. 


4 — = ne EE. — 


Be deaf; preſerve thy being; difob: 
| Nor is it diſobedience. Know, LORENZO | 


T Whate'er th' A.iuigbty's ſabſequent command, 
His firſt command is this: — © Man, love thyſelf.” 
In this alone free, agents are vt free. 5 
Exiſtence is the baſis, bliſs the prize : | 
If virtue coſts exiſtence, tis a crime 

Bold violation of our law ſapreme, 

Black ſuicide; tho' nations, which conſult 

| Their gain at thy expence, reſound applauſe. 


"3h 
$1 


Since virtue's recompenſe is doubtful here, 

If man dies wholly, well may we demand, 

Fon! is man /uffer'd to be good in vain? 

"Wy to be good in yain is man erj0in'd S 
N 2 
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Why to be good in vain is man betray'd ? 
Betray'd by tfaitors lodg'd in his own breaſt, 
By {tweet complacencies from virtue felt! 
Why whiſpers Nature lies on virtue's part ? 
Or if blind Inſtinct (which aſſumes the nam 
Of ſacred Conſcience) plays the fool in man, 
Why Neaſon made accomplice in the cheat? 
Why are the w//2/? londelt in her praiſe? 
Can man by Reaſon's beam be led aſtray ? 
Or, at his peril. tate his Cod ? 
Since virtue /ometimes ruins ns on earth, 
Or both are true, or man ſurvives the grave. 
Or man ſ{arvives the grave, or f 
Thy boaſt ſupreme a wild abſurdity. 
Daunt:eis thy ſnirit ; 


wn, LORENZO, 


cowards are thy ſcorn. 
Grant man immortal, and thy ſcorn is juſt. 
The man immortal, ratiorally brave, 

L: on death, —becauſe he cannot die. 
12 waen lite is jolt, 
He leaves a coward, or a fool expires. 
A daring inſidel, n {ich there 
From pride, example, lucre, rage, revenge, 

Or pure heroical defect of thought), 

Of all earth's madmen, moſt deferves a chain. 


When to the graves we follow the renown'd - 


are, 


For valour, virtue, ſcience, all we love, 
And all we praiſe ; for worth, whoſe noon-tide beam, 
Enabling us to think in higher ſtyle, 
ends our ideas of ethereal pow'rs ; 
Dream we, that luſtre of the moral world 
Goes ont in ſtench, and rottenneſs the cloſe ? 
MWh was he wiſe to know, and warm to praiſe, 
Anil ü- nous to tranſcribe, in human life, 
The mind ALI TY! could it be, that fate, 


*—— — ot 
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| Juſt when the lineaments began to ſhine, 


1 And dawn the DE IT, ſhould ſnatch the draught, 
5 With night eternal blot it out, and give 
The ſkies alarm, leſt angels too might die? 


If human ſouls, why not angelick too 
Extinguiſh'd ? and a ſolitary Gov, 

O'er ghaſtly ruin, frowning from his throne ? 
Shall we, this moment, gaze on Gop in man? 
The next, loſe man for ever in the duſt ? . 

From duſt we diſengage, or man miſtakes ; 

And there, where leaſt his judgment fears a flaw. 
Wiſdom and worth, how boldly he commends ! 
Wiſdom and worth, are ſacred names: rever'd, 
Where not embrac'd; applauded ! deify'<! 

Why not compaſſion'd too? If ſpirits die, 

Both are calamities, inflicted both, 

To make us but more wretched. Wiſdom's eye 
Acute, for what ? To ſpy more miſeries; 

And worth, / recompens'd, new points their ings. 


Or man ſirmounts the grave, or gain is loſs, 


And worth exalted humbles us tie more. 

Thou wilt not patronize a ſcheme that makes 
Weakneſs and vice the refuge of mankind. 

« Has Virtue, than, no joys!” — Ves, joys dear boug hte 


Talk ne'er ſo long, in this imperfect ſtate, 


Virtue, and vice, are at eternal war. 


| Virtuz's a combat; and who fights for nought ? 
Or for precarious, or for ſmall reward ? 
f Who Virtue's /e/f-reward ſo loud reſound, 


Woald take degrees angelict here below, 

Aud Virtue, while they compliment, betray, 

* feeble motives, and unfaithful guards; 

The crown, th unfading crown, her ſoul nest * 
N 3 
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*Tis that, and that alone, can countervail 3 
The 5ody's treach'ries, and the world's aſſaults: | . 0 
On earth's poor pay, our famiſh'd virtue dies. | IV 
Truth inconteſtable ! in ſpite of all N A 
A Bayle has preach'd, or a V. e believ'd. O 
In man the more we dive, the more we ſee 2 
Heav'n's ſignet ſtamping an immortal make. EX If 
Dive to the bottom of his ſoul, the baſe F38 Or 
Suſtaining all; what find we? Knowledge, love. | | 
As light, and heat, eſſential to the ſun, All 
Theſe to the ſoul And why, if ſouls expire! Ane 
How little lovely here! how little known! F228 Th 
Small &:ow/edge we dig up with endleſs toll ; Th 
And eve unfeign'd may purchaſe perfect hate. Unt 
Why ſtarv'd, on earth, our angel appetites; Wit 
While uta are indulg'd their fulſome fill ? Mar 
Were then capacities divine conferr'd, | No 
As a mock diadem, in ſavage ſport, Nor 
Rank inſult of our pompous poverty, Thei 
Which reaps but pain, from ſeeming claims ſo fair: The; 
In future age lies no redreſs ? and ſhuts On b 
Eternity the door on our complaint? Ther 
If ſo, for what ſtrange ends were mortals made! BN pi 
The worſt to wallouw, and the beſt to weep ; her 
The man who merits moſt, muſt moſt complain: | Begin 
Can we conceive a diſregard in heaven, iet 
What the worſt perpetrate, or beſt endure ? | F roud 
This cannot ba. To /ove, and iow, in man i 57050 
1s boundleſs appetite, and boundleſs pow'r; Acc 


And theſe demonſtrate boundleſs objects too. 
Objects, pow'rs, appetites, Heav'n ſuits in all; 
Nor, Nature thro', e'er violates this ſweet, 
Eternal concord, on her tuneful ſtring. 

Is man the ſole exception from her laws ? 


The InNriDEL RECLAIMED. 155 


Eternity ſtruck off from human hope, 
(1 ſpeak with truth, but veneration too) 
Man is a monſter, the reproach of Heav'n, 
þ A ſtain, a dark impenetrable cloud 
On Natu:e's beauteous aſpect ; and deforms, 
(Amazing blot!) deforms her with her Lord. 
If ſuch is man's allotment, what is heav'n ? 
Or own the foul mortal, or blaſpheme. 
Or own the ſoul immortal, or invert 
All order, Go, mock majeſty | go, man! 
And bow to thy ſuperiours of the {tall ; 
Tho' ev'ry ſcene of /ex/e ſuperiour far! 
They graze the turf untill'd: they drink the ſtream + 
Unbrew'd, and ever full, and uncmbitter'd 
Wich doubts, fears, fruitleſs hopes, regrets, deſpairs, 
Mankind's peculiar ! Reaſon's precious dower !. 
| No foreign chme hey ranſack for their robes ; 
Nor brothers cite to the litigious bar: 
Their good is good entire, unmix'd, unmarr'd ; 0 
They find a paradiſe in ev'ry field, i 
On boughs forbidden where no curſes hang: 
There /, no more than ſtrikes the ſenſe ; unſtretch'd: 
| By previous dread, or murmur in the rear; 
| When the wor/t comes, it comes unfear'd ; one ſtroke 
begins, and ends their wo: they die but ozce ; 
Pleſt incommunicable privilege ! for which 
Froud man, who rules the globe, and reads the ſtars, 
LS :/opher, or hero, fighs in vain. 
Account for this prerogative in brates. 
0 day, no glimpſe of day, to ſolve the knot, 
t what beams on it from eternity. 
dle and ſweet ſolution! that unt ies 
ee difficult, and ſoftens the ſevere; 
e cloud on Nature's beauteous face diſpels; 
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Reſtores bright order; caſts the brute beneath; 
And re-inthrones us in ſupremacy 
Of joy, ev'n here. Admit immortal life, 
And virtue is &night-errantry no more; 
Each virtue brings in hand a golden dower, 
Far richer in reverſon : Hope exults; 
And tho' much bitter in our cup is thrown, 
Predominates, and gives the taſte of heav'n. 
O wherefore is the Deity ſo kind ? 
Aſtoniſhing beyond aſtoniſhment ! 
Heav'n our reward—for heav'n enjoy'd below. 
Still unſubdu'd thy ſtubborn heart? for there 
The traitor lurks who doubts the truth 1 ſing. 
Reaſon is guiltleſs; Vill alone rebels. 
What, in that ſtubborn heart, if I ſhould find 
New, unexpected witneſſes againſt thee ? 
Ambition, I leaſure, and the Love of Cain! 
Canſt thou ſuſpect, that the/e, which make the ſou] 
The ve of earth, ſhould own her heir of heay'n ? 
Canſt thou ſuſpect what makes us diſbelieve 
Our immortality, ſhould prove it ſure ? 
Firſt, then, Ambition ſummon to the bar. 
Ambition's /hame, exravagance, diſguſt, 
And inextinguiſhable nature, ſpeak. 
Each much depo/es ; hear them in their turn. 
Thy ſoul, how palſionately fond of fame / 
How anxious that fond paſſion to couccal ! 
We bluſh, detected in deligns on praite. 
Tho? for beſt deeds, and from the belt of men; 
And why ? becauſe immortal. Art divine 
Has made the body tutor to the ſoul ; 
Heav'n kindly gives our blood a ora! e flow; 
Bids it aſcend the glowing check, and there 
Upbraid that little heart's inglorious aim, 
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Which ſtoops to court a character from man; 

While o'er us, in tremendous judgment, fit 

Far more than man, with end/e/7 praiſe, and blame. 
Ambition's boundleſs appetite out-ſpeaks 

The verdict of its ſhame. When ſouls take fire 

At high preſumptions of their own deſert, 

One age is poor applauſe; the mighty ſhout. 

The th under by the living few begun, 

Late time muſt echo; worlds unborn, reſound. 

We wiſh our names cternally to live: 

Wild dream! which ne'er had haunted human thought. 

Had not our natures been eternal too. 

Iuſlinct points out an int'reſt in hereafter ; 

But our blind reaſon ſees not where it lics; 

Or, ſecing gives the ſubſtance for the ſhade. 
Fame is the ſhade of immortality, 

And in itſelf a ſhadow. Soon as caught, 5 

Contemn'd; it ſhrinks to nothing in the graſp. 

Conſult th' ambitions, 'tis ambition's cure: 
And is this all?“ cry'd Cæſar, at his height, 

Diſguſted. This third proof ambition brings 

Of 88 The firſt in fame, 

Obſerve him near, your envy will abate : 


Sham'd at the difproportion vaſt, between 
The paſſion, and the purchaie, he will ſigh 
At /uch ſucceſs, and bluſh at his renown. 
And why ? becauſe far richer prize invites 
His heart: far more illuſtrious glory calls: 
It calls in whiſpers, yet the deat fe hear. 
And can ambition a forth proof ſupply ? 
lt can, and {tronger than the former three ; 
rei quite o' erlook'd by ſome rept ed wiſe. 
rho' diſappointments in ambition pain, 


Lad tho! ſucceGs di/zuſts, yet till, Lonkx ZO! 
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In vain we ſtrive to pluck it from our hearts, 


By Nature planted for the nobleſt ends. 

Abſurd the fam'd advice to Pyrrhus giv'n, 

More prais'd than ponder'd ; ſpecious, but unſound ; 

Sooner that hero's word the world had quell'd, 

Than reaſon, his ambition. Man 72/! ſoar. 

An obſtinate activity within, 

An inſuppreſſive ſpring, will toſs him up; 

In ſpite of Fortune's load. Not kings alone, 

Each villager has his ambition too ; 

No Sultan prouder than his fetter'd ſlave : 

Slaves build their little Bat; /oz25 of ſtraw, 

Echo the proud Aſſyrian, in their hearts, 

And cry, —“ Behold the Wonders of my might!“ 
And why ? becauſe izzmvortal as their lord; 

And ſouls immortal mult for ever heave 

At ſomething great; the glitter, or the gold; 
The praiſe of mortals, or the praiſe of Heav'n. 

Nor abſolutely vain is 67772472 praile, 

When human is ſupported by divine. 

Il introduce LoRENZO to himſelf; 

Pleaſure and Pride (bad maſters !) ſhare our hearts, 
As love of Pleaſure is ordain'd to guard 
And feed our bodies, and extend our race ; 
The love of praiſe is planted to protect 
And propagate the glories of the mind. 
What 1s it but the loye of praiſe inſpires, 
Matures, refines, embelliſhes, exalts 
Earth's happineſs ? from that the delicate, 
The grand, the marvellous, of ci life. 
Want and Convenience, under-workers, lay 
The baſis, on which Love of Glory builds. 
Nor is thy life, O Virtue! leſs in debt 
To praiſe, thy ſccret-ſtunulating friend, 
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Were man not proud, what merit ſhould we miſs ! 
Pride made the virtues of the Pagan world. 

Praiſe is the ſalt that ſeaſons right to man, 

And whets his appetite for 29ra/ good. 

Thirſt of applauſe is Virtue's fecond guard; 
Reaſon, her firſt ; but reaſon wants an aid: 

Our private reaſon is a flatterer ; 

Thirſt of applauſe calls pb/ick judgment in, 

To pore our own, to keep an even ſcale, 

Aud give endanger'd virtue fairer play. 

Here a /ifth proof ariſes, ſtronger ſtill : 

Why this ſo nice conſtructions of our hearts ? 
Theſe delicate moralities of ſenſe ; 


This conſtitutional reſerve of aid 


To ſuccour Virtue, when our reaſon fails; 
If virtue, kept alive by care and toil, 


And oft the mark of injuries on earth, 


When labour'd to maturity (its bill 

Of diſciplines, and pains unpaid) muſt die ? 
Why freighted rich, to daſh again{t a rock ? 
Were man to periſh when moſt fit to live, 

O how miſpent were all theſe {tratagems, 
By (kill divine inwoven in our trame ? 


Where are heav'n's holineſs and mercy fled ? 


Laugins Heav'n, at once, at virtue, and at man s 

If not, why that diſcourag'd, ths deſtroy'd ? 
Thus far Ambition, What ſays Avarice ? 

This her chief maxim, which has long been 7hzne. 


e The wiſe and wealthy are the ſame.“ -I grant it 
To ſtore up treaſure, with inceſſant toil. 
; WT his is man's province, this his higheſt praiſe, 
U this great end keen in Hiuct ſtings him on. 


o guide that inſtint, Re is thy charge; 


We . 0 . a 
” Tis thine to tell us where rue treaſure lies: 


Bat, Reaſon, failing to diſcharge her truſt, 
Or to the deaf diſcharging it in vain, 

A blunder follows; and blind Jrdu/ry, 
Gall'd by the ſpur, but ſtranger to the courſe. 


O'erloading, with the cares of diſtant age, 
The jaded ſpirits of the pre/ezt hour, 
Provides for an eternity below. 

% Thou ſhalt not covet,” is a wife command 
But bounded to the wealth the ſun ſurveys : 
Look farther, the command ſtands quite revers'd 
And ay'rice is a virtue moſt divine, 

Is faith a refuge for our happine/7 = 

Moſt ſure : and is it not for ren too? 

Nothing /, world unriddles, but the next. 

Whence inextinguiſhable thirſt of gain ? 

From inextinguiſhable life in man: 

Man, if not meant, by wcrth, to reach the ics 

Had wanted wing to fly ſo far in git. 

Sour grapes, I grant, Anbition Avarice : 

Yet ſtill their root is z7:7»4crtality. 

Theſe its wild growth fo bitter, and ſo baſe, 

(Pain and reproach!) Religion can reclaim, 

Refine, exalt, throw down their pois'nous lee, 

And make them ſparkle in the bowl of 6/:/5. 
See, the ird vitu / laughs at blifs remote, 

And falſely promiſes an Zder here: 


Truth ſhe ſhall ſpeak for once, thongh prone to lic, 


A common cheat, and P/eaſine is her name. 
To pleaſure never was LoRENZzO deaf; 


Then hear her now, now Fr thy real friend. 


Since Nature made us not more fond than proud 


Of happineſs, (whence hypocrites in joy! 
Makers of mirth ! artificers of ſmiles) 


* 
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Why ſhould the joy moſt poignant /en/e affords, 
Burn us with bluſhes, and rebuke our pride? 
Thoſe heav'n-born bluſhes tell us man de/cerds, 
Ev'n in the zenith of his earthly bliſs. 
Should Xcaſon take her infidel repoſe, 
This honeſt iaſtinct ſpeaks our lineage high: 
This inſtinct calls on darkneſs to conceal 
Our rapturous relation to the ſtalls. 
Our glory covers us with noble hame, 
And he that's unconfounded, is #u1mann'd. p 
The man that bluſhes, is not quite a brute. 
Thus far with thee, LoREN ZO! will 1 cloſe, 
Pleaſure is good, and man for pleaſure made z 
But pleaſure full of glory, as of joy; 
Pleaſure, which neither bluſhes, nor expires. 
The witneſſes are heard; the cauſe is o'er; 
Let Couſcience file the ſentence in her court, 
= Dearer than dezds that half a realm convey : 
Thus, ſeal'd by Truth, th' authentick record runs. 
„ Know, all; know, Infidels,—unapt to know! 
« *Tis iumortality your nature ſolves ; 
Tis immortality decy phers man, 
And opens all the myſt ries of his make. 
Without it, half his ½iucts are a riddle; 
Without it, all his virtues are a dream. 
His very crimes atteſt his dignity ; 
His ſateleſs thirſt of p/zaſure, geld and fame, 
Declares him born for bleſſings fte 
What leſs than infinite, makes unabſurd wy 
« Paſſions, nich 4 on earth but more inflames ? 
Fierce paſſions, ſo miſmeaſur'd to this ſcene, 
Stretch'd out, like eagles wings, beyond our neſt; 
Far, far beyond the worth of all below, 
4 im; S 
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For earth too large, prefage a nobler flight, 
« And evidence our title to the ſkies.” 

Ye gentle theologues, of calmer kind ! 
Whoſe conſtitution dictates to your pen: 
Who, cold yourſelves, think ardor comes from hell ! 
Think not our paſſions from Corruption ſprung, 
Tho' to corruption now they lend their wings: 
That is their miſtre/7, not their mother, All 
(And juſtly) Reaſon deem divine: I ſee, 

I feel a grandeur in the Payiors too, 

Which ſpeaks their high deſcent, and glorious end ; 
Which ſpeaks them rays of an eternal fire, 

In paradiſe itſelf they burnt as ſtrong, 

Ere Adam fell; tho' wiſer in their aim. 

Like the proud Zaſters, ſtruck by Providence, 
What tho' our Paſſions are run mad, and ſtoop 
With low, terreſtrial appetite. to graze 

On traſh, on toys, dethron'd from high deſire? 

Yet ſtill, thro? their diſgrace, no feeble ray 

Of greatneſs ſhines, and tells us whence they fell : 
But the/* (like that fall'n monarch when reclaim'd) 
When Reaſon moderates the rein aright, 

Shall reaſcend, remount their former ſphere, 
Where once they ſoar'd illuſtrious ; ere ſeduc'd, 
By wanton £ve's debauch, to ſtroll on earth, 
And ſet the ſublunary world on fire. 

But grant their frenzy laſts; their frenzy fails 
To diſappoint one providential end, 

For which Heav'n blew up ardor in our hearts: 
Were Reaſon ſilent, boundleſs Paſſion ſpeaks 

A future ſcene of boundleſs ed too, 

And brings glad tidings of eternal day. 

Eternal day! tis that enlightens all; 

And all, by that enlighten'd, proves it ure. 
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Conſider man as an immortal being, 
Intelligible all; and all is great; 
A cryſtalline tranſparency prevails, 
And ſtrikes full luſtre thro' the human ſphere: 
Conſider man as mortal, all is dark, 
And wretched ; Keaſon weeps at the ſurvey. | 
The learn'd Lox ENZO cries, © And let her weep, | 
ce Weak, modern reaſon : ancient times were wiſe, 
& Authority, that venerable guide, 
ce Stands on my part; the fam'd Athenian porch ö 
„(And who for wiſdom ſo renown'd as they?) ? 
Deny'd this immortality to man.“ 
I grant it, but affirm, they prov'd it too. 
A riddle this !—have patience, I'll explain. 
What noble vanities, what moral flights, 
Glitt'ring thro” their romantick wiſdom's page, 
Make us, at once, deſpiſe them, and admire ? 
Fable is flat to theſe high- ſeaſon'd fires ; 
They leave th' extravagance of ſong below. 
& Fleſh ſhall not feel; or, feeling, ſhall enjoy 
ee The dagger, or the rack; to them alike 
A bed of roſes, or the burning bull.” 
In men exploding, all beyond the grave. 
Srange doctrine, this! as doctrine it was ſtrange, 
But not as prophecy ; for ſuch it prov'd, 
And, to their own amazement, was fulfill'd. 
They feign'd a firmneſs Chrifttani need not feign, 
The Chriſlian truly triumph'd in the flame: 
e Stoic ſaw, in double wonder loſt; 
Nonder at them, and wonder at himſelf, 
i o find the bold adventures of his thought 
ot bold, and that he ſtrove to lie in vain. that flew 
| Pence, then, rhoſe thoughts! thoſe tow' ring thoughts 
9 


164 


Such monſtrous heights? — From inſtiuct, and from 


[ Pride. 


The glorious ind of a deathleſs ſoul, 
Contus'dly conſcious of her dignity, 

Suggeſted truths they could not underſtand. 

In Luſt's dominion, and in Paſſion's ſtorm, 
Truth's ſyſtem broken, ſcatter'd fragments lay, 
As light in chaos, glimm'ring through the gloom : 
Smit with the pomp of lofty ſentiments, 

Pleas'd Pride proclaim'd, what Reaſon diſbeliev'd. 
Pride, like the De/phick prieſteſs, with a ſwell, 
Rav'd nonſenſe, deſtin'd to be future ſenſe, 

When life immortal, in full day, ſhould ſhine; 
And Death's dark ſhadows fly the goſpel-ſun. 

They ſpoke what nothing but 77z::0rtal ſouls 


Can then abſurdities, as well as crimes, 
Speak man immortal? All things ſpeak him ſo. 


Much has been urg'd; and doſt thou call for more! 


Call; and with endleſs queſtions be diſtreſs'd, 

All unreſolveable, if earth is all. 

% Why life, a moment; infinite, deſire? 

% Our with, eternity; our home, the grave? 
«© Heav'ns promiſe dormant lies in human hope ; 

v% Who wi/hes life immortal, proves it too. 

« Why happineſs purſu'd, though never found! 
&« Man's thirſt of happineſs declares, It is, 

« (For nature never gravitates to nought) ; 

«© That thirſt unquench'd declares, It is not here, 
& My Lucia, thy CLARISSa, call to thought; 
& Why cordial friend/hip rivetted ſo deep, 

e As hearts to pierce at firſt, at parting rend, 
«4 If friend and friendſhip vaniſh in an hour! 
4 Is not this torment in the maſk of joy? 

« Why by reflection marr'd the joys of ſenſe: 
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Could ſpeak; and thus the truth they queſtion'd, prov'd, | 
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«© Why paſt and future preying on our hearts, 
« And putting all our preſent joys to death! 
« Why labours &Kea/ſor Inſtiuct were as well; 
© Inſtin&, far better; what can checſe, can err: 
% O haw infallible the thoughtleſs brute ! 
c Twere well his Holineſ were half as ſure. 
„ Reaſon with Iucliuatiou, why at war! 
« Why ſenſe of gi/t Why Conſcience up in arms!“ 
Conſcience of guilt, is prophecy of pain, 
And boſom-council to de-line the blow. 
Reaſon with inclination ne'er had jarr'd, 
If nothing future paid forbearance here. 
Thus on—Theſe, and a thouſand pleas uncall'd, 
All promiſe, ſome enjure, a ſecond ſcene ; 
Which, were it doub?fu/, would be dearer far 
Than all things elſe moſt certain ; were it falſe, 


What truth on earth ſo precious as the lie! k 
> This world it gives us, let what will enſue ; | 
This world it gives, in that high cordial, hope : q 


The future of the preſent is the ſoul : | 
How this life groans, when ſever'd from the next 2 | 
Poor, mutilated wretch, that diſbelieves! | 
By dark diſtruſt his being cut in two, 
In 59th parts periſhes; /ife void of joy, 
Sad prelude of eternity in pain! 
* Couldft tliou perſuade me, the next life could fall 
Dar ardent wiſhes; how ſhould | pour out 
i bleeding heart in anguiſh, en, as deep! 
WF h! with what thoughts, thy hope, and my deſpair, 
bhorr'd ANNIBILATION | blaſts the ſoul, 
nd wide extends the bounds of human wo! 
oold | believe Loxexzo's ſyſtem true, 
bis black channel would my ravings run, 
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© Grief from the future borrow'd peace, ere-while. c 
ce The future vu h, and the preſent pain'd / c 
& Strange import of unprecedented ill! 0 
« Fall, how profound! like LucirER's, the fall! 6 
4 Unequal fate! his fall, without his guilt ! WS cc 
« From where fond Hebe built her pavilion high, -K 


«& To night! to nothing / darker till than night. 
« If 'twas a dream, why wake me, my worlt foe, 
*« LORENZO! boaſtful of the name of friend! WY cc 
« O for deluſion! O for errour {till ! Wy cc. 
« Could vengeance ſtrike much ſtronger, than to plant 46 


«© The gods among, hurl'd headlong, hurl'd at once | es 


% Ta flatter moſt, high iutellectual pow'rs, [ſcheme Þ B. 
« Thought, Virtue, Knowledge ! bleſſings, by thy © © W 


| 

| « A thinking being in a world like this, cc 
Not over- rich before, ow beggar'd quite; „ 
4 More curs'd than at the 4. -The ſun goes out! 6 J 
; «© The thorn ſhoots up What thorns in ev'ry thought? 1 & / 
; « Why ſenſe of better? it imbitters worſe. c 
* Why ſenſe ? why life ? if but to ſigh, then ſink wy < 
| © To what | was? twice nothing! and much wo! 916 1 
| «© Wo, from heavn's bounties! wo, from what was wont * 
. 

| 


« All poiſon'd into pains. Firſt, X:ow/edge, once 7 A. 
4 My ſoul's ambition, zow her greateſt dread. OW 
%% To know 9;ſelf, true wiſdom No, to ſhun BY © Me 
<© That ſhocking ſcience, parent of deſpair! Ac 
& Avert thy mirror: if I ſee, I die. U 

c Know my Creator climb his bleſs'd abode | * To 
« By painful ſpeculation, pierce the veil, of 
4% Dive in his nature, read his attributes, * 48 / 
« And gaze in admiration—on a foe, * 
« Obtruding life, with-holding happineſs ! Imp 


„From the full rivers that ſurround his throne, 
Not letting fall one drop of joy on man; 
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«© Man gaſping for one drop, that he might ceaſe 
& To curſe his birth, nor envy repti/es more! 
« Ye ſable clouds! ye darkeſt ſhades of night! 


« Hide him, for ever hide him, from my thou Abt, 


Once all my comfort; ſource, and ſoul of joy ! 


« Now leagu'd with furies, and with hee *, againſt me; 


- Thee, mankind's boaſted friend, and blackeſt foe. 


Nuo his atchievements 2 ſtudy his renown? 


„ Contemplate this amazing univerſe, 


„ Dropt from his hand, with miracles replete! 
% For what? 'mid miracles of nobler name, 
« To find one miracle of 7/ery ? 
To find the being, which alone can &zow 
And praiſe his works, a blemiſh on his praiſe? 
Thro' Nature's ample range, in thought, to ſtroll, 
And ſtart at nu, the ſizg/e mourner there, [death ! 
„ Breathing high hope! chain'd down to pangs, and 
„Knowing is ſuff ring: and ſhall Virtue ſhare 
| © The ſigh of Knowledge 2 Virtue ſhares the ſigh. 
« By {training up the ſteep of excellent, 
By battles fought, and from temptation won, 
* What gains ſhe, but the pang of ſeeing worth, 
Angelick worth, ſoon ſhuffled in the dark 
With every vice, and ſwept to brutal dult ? 
Merit is madneſs ; virtue is a crime; 
A crime to Reaſon, if it coſts us pain 
% Unpaid. What pain, amidſt a thouſand more, 


£ | To think the moſt abandon'd, after days 
Of triumph o'er their betters, find in death 
As. /of? a pillow, nor make fauler clay! 


% Duty! Religion !—theſe, our duty done, 
5 Imply reward. Religion is miſtake. 


*® LORENZO, 
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Ws - cc 
« Duty — There's none, but to repel the cheat. - 
© Ye cheats! away! ye daughters of my pride! . 
« Who feign yourſelves the fav'rites of the ſkies: [ 70 ec 
% Ye tow'ring hopes! abortive energies ! 13 
That toſs, and ſtruggle, in my Hing breaſt, 6 
Jo ſcale the ſkies, and build preſumptions there, 9 
« As I were heir of an eternity. | 
&f Vain, vain ambitions! trouble me no more. ec 
% Why travel far in queſt of ſure defeat! 40 
As bounded as my being, be my wiſh. * 
« All is inverted, wiſdom is a fool. | « 
& Senſe! take the rein; blind Paſſion ! drive us on; | 40 
& And, Ignorance! befriend us on our way; KL 
« Ye new, but trueſi patrons of our peace! |. Cc 
« Yes; give the pu//2 full empire; live the brute, 60 
& Since, as the brute we die. The / of man, 1e 
« Of godlike man! to revel, and to ro. cc 
« But not on equal terms with oe r brutes: „ 
& There revels a more poignant reliſh yield, | « 
&« And ſafer too; they never poiſons chooſe. ; ae 
ce Juſlinct, than Reaſon, makes more wholeſome. meals, 16% 
& And ſends all- marring murmur far away. - 1 
60 For /enſual life they beſt philoſophize; „„ 
& Theirs, that ſerene, the /ages fought in vain: ; 15% 
« *Tis man alone expoſtulates with Heav'n; _KE 
&« His all the pow'r, and all the cauſe to mourn. WC 
4 Shall hyxaax eyes alone diflolve in tears? F 
ce And bleed, in anguiſh, none but human hearts ; be 
«© The wide-{tretch'd realm of intellectual wo, „ 
c Surpaſſing /e»/#a/ far, is all our own. „ 
« In /ife ſo fatally diſtinguiſh'd, why x 
«& Caſt in one lot, confounded, lump'd in Death ? HE 
“% Ere yet in being, was mankind in guilt ? | 144 


| 4 Why thunder'd this peculiar c/av/e againſt us, 


* 
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„ Al mortal, and all-wretched Have the ſkies 
T1 « Reaſons of ſtate, their ſubjects may not ſcan, 
Nor humbly reaſon, when they /orely ſigh ? 
= © A!l-mortal, and all-wretched tis too much; 

„ Unparallel'd in nature: tis too much 
On being wnrequeſted at thy hands, 
OMNIPOTENT ! for I ſee nought but u'. 
| « And why ſee that? why thought? To toil, and eat. 
Then make our bed in darkneſs, needs no thought. 
| « What ſuperfluities are reas'ning ſouls ! 
Oh give eternity! or thought deſtroy. 
« But without thought our curſe were half unfelt; 
0 Its blunted age would ſpare the throbbing heart, 
© And, therefore, tis beſtow'd. I thank thee, Reaſon ! 
« For aiding /fe's too ſmall calamities, 
« And giving being to the dread of death. 
4e Such are thy bounties '—was it tnen too much 
« For he, to treſpaſs on the brutal rights ? 
« Too much for heav'n to make one emmet more: 
« Too much for Chaos to permit my maſs 7 
A longer ſtay with eſſences unwrought, 4 
« Unfaſhion'd, vntormented into man? Mo 
« Wretched prefer;mert to this round of pains! . nn 
« Wretched capacity of phreuzy, Thought / 1 
« Wretched capacity of dying, Life / x2 
Life, Thought, Worth, Il iſdoim, all (O foal revolt!) 
Cuce friends to peace, gone over to the foe. ? 1 
« Death, then, has chang'd its nature too: O death! 
Come to my boſom, thou % gift of heav'n! 
B Beſt friend of man! fince man is man no more. 
Why un this thorny W7/derne/s ſo long, 
Since there's no promis'd land's ambroſial bow'r, 
To pay me with its honey for my ſtings ? 
© If needful to the ſelfiſh ſchemes of heaven 
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6 To ſting us ſore, why mock'd our miſery ? 
& Why this ſo ſumptuous inſult o'er our heads? 
&«& Why this illuſtrious canopy diſplay'd? 
„Why ſo magnificently lodg'd, Deſpair ? 
< At ſtated periods, ſure-returning, roll 
© Theſe g/orious orbs, that mortals may compute 
4% Their length of labours, and of pains; nor loſe 
«© Their miſery's full meaſure ?—Smiles with flowers, 
« And fruits, promiſcuous, ever-teeming Farth, 
« That man may languiſh in /uxwurious ſcenes, 
& And in an Eden mourn his wither'd joys ? 
& Claim earth and ſkies man's admiration, due 
% For ſuch delights? bleſs'd animals! too wiſe 
% To wonder; and too happy to complain!“ 
« Our doom decreed demands a mournful ſcene : 
« Why not a dungeon dark, for the condemn'd ? 
« Why not the dragon's ſubterranean den, 
4% For man to howl in? why not his abode 
4% Of the ſame diſmal colour with bis fate! 
« A Thebes, a Bubylon, at vaſt expence 
«© Of time, toil, treaſure, art for owls and adders, 
As congruous, as for man this lofty dome, 
% Which prompts proud thought, and kindles high de- 
& If, from her humble chamber in the duſt, [fire , 
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«© Whileproud thought ſwells, and high deſire inflames, | Juſt is 


«© The poor worm calls us for her inmates here; 

« And, round us Death's incxorable hand 

« Draws the dark curtain cloſe; undrawn no more. 
% Undrawn no more !—bebind the cloud of Deatp, 

e Once, I beheld a ſun; a ſun which gilt 

« That ſable cloud, and turn'd it all to gold: 

« How the grave's alter'd! fathomleſs, as hell! 

« A real hell to thoſe who dream'd of heav'n. 

4% ANNLBILATION! how it yawns before me! 
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= «© Next moment I may drop from thought, from ſenſe, 
£2 « The privilege of angels, and of worms, 
% Anoutcaſt from exiſtence ! and this ſpirit, 
© « This all-pervading, this all-conſcious ſoul, 
„% This particle of energy divine, 
« Which travels nature, flies from ſtar to ſtar, 
% And viſits gods, and emulates their pow'rs, 
% For ever is extinguiſh'd. Horrour! death! 
% Death of that death I fearleſs once {urvey'd ! 
| „ When horrour «-/verſal ſhall deſcend, 
% And heav'n's dark concave urn all human race, 
„On that enormous, unrefunding tomb, 
„ How jaſt this verſe! this monumental ſigh!” 
| Beneuth the lumber of demouſh'd worids, 
Deep iu the rubbiſh of the gen'ral wreck, 
Sept ignominious to the common muſs 
| Of matter, never dignify'd with life, 
| | Here lie proud rationals ; the ſors of heav'n! 
FF The lords of earth! the property of worms { 
| Being, of yeſierday, and no to-morrow! 
| Who liv'd in terrour, and in pangs expir'd ! 
All gone to rot in chaos, or to make 
> Therr happy tranſit into blocks; or brutes, 
Nor longer ſully their CRKEATOR'S 1:7, 
; BS Lozznzo! hear, pauſe, ponder, and pronounce. 
S | Iuft is this hiſtory ? If /ach is man, 
Mankind's hiſtorian, tho' divine, might weep. 
ad deres Loxenzo ſmile? 1 know thee'proud ; 
Hor once let pride befriend thee : pride looks pale 
& ſuch a ſcene. and ſighs for ſomething more. 
4 nid thy boaſts, preſumptions, and diſplays, 
pd art thou then a ſhadow ? Leſs than ſhade ? 
q nothing? Leſs than nothing? To have been, 
d wot to be, is lower than unborn. 
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Art thou ambitious 2 why then make the worm = 
Thine equal? Runs thy taſte of pleaſure high ? 2 1 
Vany patronize fure death of ev ry joy: 23 4 
Charm riches why chooſe begg'ry in the grave, 5 0 U 
Of ev'ry hope a bankrupt! and for ever ? —_ - 
Life's joy ſo rich, thou canſt not wiſh for more? 5 E A 
Ambition, Pleaſure, Avarice, perſuade thee ' s A 
To make that world of glory, rapture, wealth, "2 F, 
They * lately prov'd, thy ſoul's ſupreme deſire. 1 2 
What art thou made of? rather, how unmade ? 7 3 
Great Nature's maſter-appetite deſtroy'd ! $4 T. 
Is endleſs life, and happineſs, deſpis'd ? Be 
Or both wiſh'd here, where neither can be found? > Of 
Such man's perverſe, eternal war with heav'n ? 5 In 
Dar'ſt thou perſiſt? And is there nought on earth, ; _ 
But a long train of tranſitory forms, 5 A 
Riſing, and breaking, millions in an hour ? f Die 
Bubbles of a fantaſtick deity, blown up of 
In ſport, and then in cruelty deſtroy'd? Ane 
Oh for what crime, unmerciful LOKEN ZzO! 5 1 
Deſtroys thy ſcheme the who/e of human race ? BW Ot | 
Kind is fell LucirFER, compar'd to thee: | Thr 
Oh ſpare this wa//e*of being half divine; Sap, 
And vindicate th' &co0my of Heay'n. Is ti 
Heav'n is all love; all joy in giving joy; VT Can 
It never had created, but to -/e/s : SE And 
And ſhall it, then, ſtrike off the lift of life, E: Anic 
A being blefs'd, or worthy o to be? | £ Is thi 
Heav'n ſtarts at an a7h1/ating GoD. | $4 All-r 
Is that, all Nature ſtarts at, thy deſire: 2 Whi: 
Art ſuch a clod to with thyfelf a// clay! 3 And f 
Mhat is that dreadful wiſh ?— the dy ing groan I 2 
id D 
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Of Nature, murder'd by the blackeſt guilt, 
What deadly poiſon has thy nature drank ? 
To nature undebauch'd no ſhock ſo great ; 
Nature's fir/t wiſh is end/e/5 happineſs; 
Annihilatiou is an after-thought, 

A monſtrous wiſh, unborn till virtue dies. 
And oh! what depth of horrour lies inclos'd ! 
For non-exiſtence no man ever wiſh'd, 

But firſt he wiſh'd the De1ry deſtroy'd. 

If ſo, what words are dark enough to draw 
Thy picture true? The darkeſt are too fair, 
Beneath what baleful planet, in what hour 
Of deſperation, by what fury's aid, 

In what infernal poſture of the foul, 
All hell invited, and all hell in joy 
At ſuch a birth, a birth ſo near of kin, 
Did thy foal fand whelp fo black a ſcheme 
; Of hopes abortive, faculties half-blown, 
And deities begun, reduc'd to duſt ? 
There's nought (thou ſay'ſt) but one eternal flux 
Of teeble eflences, tumultuous driven 
Through T's rough billows into N;ght's abyſs, 
Say, in this rapid tide of human ruin 
ls tuere no rock, on which man's teſſing thought 

Can reſt from terrour, dare his fate ſurvey, 

And boldly think it /ozzething to be born? 

Amid ſuch hourly wrecks of being fair, 

Is there no central, all- ſuſtaining 64%, 
All-xealizing, all- comecting pow'r, 
Which, as it call d forth all things, can recall, 
N F And force Deſiruction to refund her ſpoil ? 
by n the Grave reſtore her taken prey! 
Bid Death's dark vale its human harveſt yield, 
_ 1 
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And Farth, and Ocean, pay their debt of man, z 2 ( 
True to the grand depoſit truſted there! 92 
Is there no potentate, whoſe outſtretch'd arm, © \ 
When rip ning time calls forth th' appointed hour, | = \ 
Pluck'd from foul Devaſtation's famiſh'd maw, * 
Binds preſent, paſt, and future, to his throne ? 8 
His throne, how glorious, thus divinely grac'd, 7 
By germinating beings cluſt' ring round! A 
A garland worthy the divinity ! 0 
A throne, by heav'n's omnipotence ir /3r:iler, C. 
Built (like a Pharos tow'ring in the waves) EX 
Amidſt immenſe effuſions of his love! t A 
An ocean of communicated bliſs! 1 
An all-proliſick, all-preſerving God! B. 
This were a Gop indeed. And ſuch is man, A 
As here preſum'd: he riſes from his fall. | Be 
Think'ſt thou Omnipotence a naked root, Fr, 
Each bloflom fair of Dt1Ty deſtroy d:? ES G! 
Nothing 1s dead; nay, nothing fleeps; each ſoul, M 
That cver animated human clay, | * 
New wakes; is on the wing: and where, O where, | ] 
Will the ſwarm ſettle ?! —when the trumpet's call, bor 
As ſounding braſs, collects us, round Heav'n's throne Ho 
Conglob'd, we baſk in everlaſting day, Ho 
(Paternal fplendour!) and adhere for ever. 1. 
Had not the ſoul this ozz/et to the ſkies, For 
In this vaſt veſſel of the univerſe, FEES Ret 
How ſliould we gaſp, as in an cmpty void! Of 
How in the pangs of famiſh'd Hope expire! ii 
How bright / proſpect ſhines ! how gloomy, ue! Me” 1 
A trembling world ' and a devouring Gop ! B 
Earth, but the ſhambles of omnipotence! = Of a 
One 


Heav'u's face all ſtain'd with cauſeleſs maſſacres 
Of countleſs millions, born to feel the pang 
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Of being /off. LoREN ZO! can it be? 

This bids us ſhudder at the thoughts of /ife. 
Who would be born to ſuch a phantom world, 
| > Where nought ſubſtantial, but our miſery ? 
Where joy (if joy) but heightens our diſtreſs, 
So ſoon to periſh, and revive no more? 

The greater /#ch a joy, the more it pains. 

A world, where dark, myſterious vanity, 

Of good and #// the diſtant colours blends, 
Confounds all Rea/o7:, and all hope deſtroys ; 
Reaſon, and hope, our ſole aſylum here / 

A world, fo far from great, (and yet how great 
It ſhines to thee!) there's nothing rea in it; 
Being, a ſhadow! cor/ciouſurſi, a dream 

A dream, how dreadful ! univerſal blank 
Before it, and behind! poor man, a ſpark 
From non- exiſtence {track by wrath divine, 
Glitt'ring a moment, nor that moment ſure, 
idſt upper, nether, and ſurrounding gight, 
Eis fad, ſure, ſudden, and eternal tomb! 

. LOREN Zz O! doſt thou fee theſe arguments? 
Or is there nought but vergeance can be felt ? 
ie | How haſt thou dar'd the DEIT * dethrone! 
How dar'd. indie him of a world like this? 

If /e the world, creation was a crime; 

For what is crime, but cauſe of miſery? 
Retract, blaſphemer ! and unriddle hs, 

Of endleſs arguments above, below, 

Without us, and within, the ſhort reſult — 

„ © If mar's immortal, there's a Gov in Heav' .“ 
me But wherefore ſuch redundancy ? ſuch waſte 
EE Of argument? one ſets my ſoul at reſt ; 

One obvious, and at hand, and, oh !—at heart. 
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So juſt the ſkies, PharrtanxDeR's life ſo pain'd, 
His heart ſo pure; that, or ſucceeding ſcenes 
Have palms to give, or ne'er had he been born. 

&« [i hat an old tale is this!” LORENZO cries, 
J grant this argument is old; but truth 
No years impair; and, had not this been true, 
Thou never hadſt deſpis'd it for its age. 

Truth is immortal as thy ſoul; and fable 

As flecting as thy joys: be wile, nor make 
Heaven's higheſt bleſſing, vengeance; O be wiſe! 
Nor make a curſe of mortality. 

Say, know'ſt thou what 2? is? or what then art? 
Know'ſt thou th* izzportance of a ſoul immortal! 
Behold this midnight-plory ; worlds on worlds! 
Amazing pomp! redouble this amaze ; 

Ten thouſand add; add twice ten thouſand more; 


Then weigh the whole: 92e ſoul outweighs them all; 


And calls th' aſtoniſhing magnificence 
Of unintellipent creation pour. 

For this, believe not e,; no ν believe; 
Truſt not in words, but deeds; and deeds no leſs 
Than thoſe of the SUPREME ; nor his. a few; 

- Conſult them a//; conſulted, all proclaim 
Thy ſoul's importance: tremble at thyſelfz . 
For whom Omnipotence has wak'd ſo long: 
Has wak'd, and work'd, for ages; from the birth 
Of Nature, to this unbelieving hour. 

In this ſmall province of his vaſt domain, 

(All Nature bow, while I pronounce lis name \) 
What has Gop done, and not for this ſcle end, 
To reſcue ſouls from death? The 01's high price 
Is writ in all the conduct of the ſkies. 
The /o:ul*s high price is the Creation's Rey, 
Unlocks its myſteries, and naked Jays 
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The genuine cauſe of ey'ry deed divine: 

That is the chain of ages, which maintains 

Their obvious correſpondence, and unites 

Moſt diſtant periods in one bleſs'd deſign : 

That is the mighty hinge, on which have turn'd 

All revolutions, whether we regard 

The nat ral, civil, or religious world; 

The former two, but ſervants to the third: 

To chat their duty done, they both expire, 

Their naſi new caſt, forgot their deeds renown'd ; 

And angels aſk, © Where once they ſhone ſo fair?“ 

To lift us from this abject, to ſublime; 

This flax, to permanent; this dark, to day; 
This foul, to pure; this turbid, to ſerene ; 

This mean, to mighty !—for /i, glorious end 
Th' Armicnry, rifing, his long ſabbath broke: 

The world was made; was ruin'd; was reſtor'd; 

Laws from the Hue, were publiſh'd; were repeal'd ; 

On earth kings, kingdoms, roſe; kings, kingdoms, fell; 

Fam'd ſages lighted up the Pagan world; 

Prophets from Si darted a keen glance 

Through diſtant age; ſaints travell'd; martyrs bled; 
By wonders ſacred Nature ſtood controll'd ; 
The living were tranſlated, dead were rais'd ; 
Angels, and νỹ re than angels, came from heav'n; 
And, oh! for this, deſcended lower ſtill; 
Guilt was hell's gloom; aſtoniſhi'd at his gueſt, 
For one ſhort moment LUCIFER ador'd: 
{Loxexzo ! and wilt thou do leſs? —For this, 
That Halo d page, fools ſcoff at, was inſpir'd, 
Of all theſe truths thrice venerable code! 
Deiſis perform your quarantine; and then 
Fall proſtrate, ere you touch it, leſt you die. 
= P:3 
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Nor leſs intenſely bent infer-al pow'rs 

To mar, than thoſe of /ight, this end to pain. 

O what a ſcene is here !—LorEnzo! wake; 

Riſe to the thought ; exert, expand thy ſoul, 

To take the vaſt idea: it denies 

All e the name of great. Two warring worlds! 

Not Europe againſt 4fric ; warring worlds, 

Of more than mortal! mounted on the wing! 

On ardent wings of energy, and zeal, 

High-hov'ring o'er this little brand of {trite ! 

This ſablunary ball—But ſtrife, for what ? 

In their own cauſe conflicting ! No; in ine, 

In man's. His ſingle int'reſt blows the flame; 

His the ſole ſtake ; his fate the trumpet ſounds, 

Which kindles war immortal. How it burns! 

Tumultuous ſwarms of ceities in arms! 

Force force oppoſing till the waves run high, 

And tempeſt Nature's univerſal ſphere. 

Such oppoſites eternal, ſtedfaſt, ſtern, 

Such foes implacable, are good, and //, 

Yet man, vain man, would mediate peace between them 
Think not this fiction. © There was war in heaven.” 

From heav'ns high cryſtal mountain, where it hung, 

Th' AilniGnaTty?'s out{tretch'd arm took down his bow; 

And ſhot his indignation at the dec: 

Rethunder'd Hell, and darted all her fires. — 

And ſeems the ſtake of little moment 11:1! ? 

And ſlumbers un, who ſingly caus'd the ſtorm ? 

He ſleeps.— And art thou ſhock'd at eric? 

The greateſt, thou. How dreadful to reflect, 

What ardour, care, and counſel, Mertals cauſe 

In breaſts divine how little in their own! 
Where-eler I turn, how new proof: pour upon me 

How happily this wond'rous view ſupports 
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My former argument! how ſtrongly ſirikes 
72 Immortal life's full demonſtration, here / 
> Why this exertion ! why this ſtrange regard 
From heaven's Omnipatent indulg'd to man — 
Becauſe, in man, the glorious, dreadful pow'r, 
Extremely to be pain'd or bleſs'd for ever. 
Duration gives importance; {wells the price. 
An angel, if a creature of a day, 
What would he be? a trifle of no weight; 
Or ſtand, or fall; no matter which; he's gone. 
Hhecauſe IMMORTAL, therefore is indulg'd 
This ſtrange regard of deities to duſt. 
Hence, Heay'n looks down on earth with all her eyes; 
Hence, the ſoul's mighty moment in her fight : 
Hence, ev Ty ſoul has partiſans above, 
And ev'ry thought a critick in the ſkies : 
Hence, clay, vile clay! has angels for its guard, 
And ev'ry guard a paſſion for its charge: 
Hence, from all age, the cabinet divine 
Has held high counſel o'er the fate of man. 
Nor have the clouds thoſe gracious counſels hid. 
Angels undrew the curtain of the throne, 
And PROVIDENCE came forth to meet mankind : 
in various modes of emphaſis and awe, 
He ſpoke his will, and trembling Nature heard; 
He ſpoke it loud, in thunder, and in ſtorm. 
Witneſs, thou Sinai / whoſe cloud-cover'd height, 
And ſhaken baſis, own'd the preſent God: 
Witneſs, ye 54//4ws! whoſe returning tide, 
| Preaking the chain that faſten'd it in air, 
g wept Egypt, and her menaces, to hell: 
Witness, ye flames! th' A(ſyrian tyrant blew 
J 2 lev 'n-fold rage, as impotent, as ſtrong : 
nd thou, Earth! witneſs, whoſe expanding jaws 
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| | Clos'd o'er * Preſumption's ſacrilegious ſons. 


Has not each element, in turn, ſubſcrib'd | f = 
The /ouPs high price, and ſworn it to the wiſe? H 
Has not flame, ocean, ether, earthquake, ſtrove D. 
To ſtrike this truth, through adamantine man? 1 
If not all adamant, LoR RNZ O] hear: Fa 
All is delufion ; Nature is wrapt up, In 
In tenfold-night, from Reaſon's keeneſt eye; | An 
There's no conſiſtence, meaning, plan, or end, If / 
In all beneath the ſun, in all above, V. 
(As far as man can penetrate,) or Heav'n r 
Is an immenſe, an eſtimable prize; ue 
Or all is nothing, or that prize is all.— | ths 
And ſhall each fo) be {till a match for heay'n ? Is 5 
And full equivalent for groans below? FE 
Who would not give a trifle to prevent | The 
What he would give a thouſand worlds to cure? Ar 
LoRENZzO! thou haſt ſeen (if thine, to ſee) . And 
All Nature, and her Gop (by Nature's cour/e, V he 
And Nature's courſe control d), declare for me: V. 
The ſkies above proclaim, “ Immortal man!“ wor 
And, Man immortal“ all below reſounds. 6e 
The world's a ſyſtem of theology, nut 
Read by the greateſt ſtrangers to the ſchools; ES Tho: 
If honeſt, learn'd; and /ages o'er a plough. The 
Is not, LoREN Zz o! then, impos'd on thee ES That 
This hard alternative; or to renounce A. 
Thy reaſon and thy ſenſe; or, to believe? | Rew:; 
What then is ynbelief? Tis an exploit; And, 
A ſtrenuous enterprize. To gain it, man As in 
Muſt burſt through ev'ry bar of common ſenſe, Virtu 
Of common ſhame, magnanimouily wrong ; k ; Who 
| | What 
Korah, &c, = His 2 


s duty *tis, to love himſelf gloue; 
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And. what rewards the ſturdy combatant ? 

His prize, repentgnce ; infamy, his crown. 
But wherefore fm! For want of faith, 

Down the ſteep precipice of wrozg he ſlides ; 

There's nothing to ſupport him in the gt. 

Faith in the future wanting, is, at leaſt 

In embroy, ev'ry weakneſs, ev'ry guilt ; 

And ſtrong temptation ripens it to 5rth, 

If this life's gain invites him to the deed, 

Why not his country ſold, his father ſlain ? 

Tis virtue to purſue our good ſupreme ; 

And his ſupreme, his 07/y good is Here. 

Ambition, Ao'rice, by the wiſe diſdain'd, 


Is perfect wiſdom, while mankind are foo/s, 5 


And think a turf or tomb-ſtone covers all: 
Theſe find employment, and provide for /2/e 


A richer paſture, and a larger range; 


And /er/e by right divine aſcends the throne, 
When YLirtue's prize and proſpect are no more; 


" Virtue no more we think the will of Heav'n. 
Would Heaven quite beggar Virtue, if beloy'd? 


« Has Virtue charms ?”—1 grant her heavenly fair; 


But if unportion'd, all will zz””reſt wed ; 
Though hat our admiration, /i our choice. 


The virtues grow on zumortality; 


That root deſtroy'd, they wither and expire, 

A Derry believ'd, will nought avail 

' Rewards and puniſhments made Gop ador'd ; 
And hopes and fears give cocience all her pow'r. 
As in the dying parent dies the child, 


Virtue, with immortality, expires. 
{Who tells me he denies his ſoul immortal, 
ZW hate” er his boaſt, has told me, he's a knave, 


S* 
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Nor care though mankind periſh, if he ſmiles. 9 
Who thinks ere long the man ſhall who//y die, $ 5 - 
Is dead already; nought but brute ſurvives. 'E 
And are there fuch ? Such candidates there are n 
For more than death; for utter loſs of being, E 
Being, the baſis of the DETIT ! E 
Aſk you the cauſe f the cauſe they will not tell; > Wo 
Nor need they: Oh the ſorceries of /e1/e / f T 


They work this transformation on the ſoul, ; T. 
Diſmount her like the ſerpent at the fall, | Fr 
Diſmount her from her native wing, (which ſoar'd ES Tc 
Ere-while ethereal heights), and throw her down, ES Of 
To lick the duſt, and crawl in fuch a thought. | In 
Is it in words to paint yon? O ye ſall'n! Far 
Fall'n from the wings of Reaſon, and of Hope / And 
Erect in ſtature, prone in appetite ! | Stil 
Patrons of pleaſure, poſting into pain! ES To 
Lovers of argument, averſe to ſenſe! Tru 
Boaſters of liberty, faſt bound in chains! By t 
Lords of the wide creation, and the ſhame! An x 
More ſenſeleſs than th' irrationals you ſcorn ? The 
More baſe than thoſe you rule! than thoſe you pity, | © Cons 
Far more undone! O ye molt infamous More 
Of beings, from ſuperiour dignity ! Part. 
Deepeſt in wo from means of boundleſs bliſs! Conv. 
Ye curs'd by bleſſings infinite ! becauſe Who 
Moſt highly favour'd, moſt profoundly loſt ! Read 
Ye motly maſs of contradiftion ſtrong! = T,; 
And are you, tou, convinc'd, your ſouls fly off Beyon 


In exhalation ſoft, and die in air, 
From the full flood of evidence againſt you ? 
In the coarſe drudgeries and ſinks of ſenſfe, 


Your ſouls have quite worn out the make of heav'n, 
- - By vice new-caſt, and creatures of your own: | 


. / 
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But though you can de form, you can't deſiroy ; 
To curſe, not uncreate, is all your pow'r. 
2 LoxEN:ZO! this black brotherhood renounce; 
* Renounce St EVREMONT, and read St Paul. 
Ere rapt by miracle, by reaſon wing'd, 
His inounting mind made long abode in heav'n. 
This is freethinking, unconfin'd to parts, 
To ſend the ſoul, on curious travel bent, 
Through all the provinces of human thought, 
From firſt to laſt, (but /a/! there none ſhall be!) 
To dart her flight, through the whole ſphere of man; 
Of this vaſt univerſe to make the tour ; 
| In each receſs of /pace, and time, at home; 
Familiar with their wonders; diving deep; 
And, like a prince ot boundleſs 1nt reſts there, 
Still moit ambitious of the moſt remote; 
To look on truth unbroken, and entire; 
Truth in the Hen, the full orb; where traths 
By truths enlighten'd, and ſuſtain'd, afford 
An arch-like, ſtrong foundation, to ſupport 
The incumbent weight ot abſolute, complete 
3 4 Conviction : here, the more we preſs, we ſtand 
More firm; who moit examine, molt believe. 
Farts, like half ſentences, confound; the whole 
Conveys the ſenſe, and Gor is underſtood; 
Who not in fragments writes to human race: 
Read his 79hoJe volume, fceptick ! then reply. 
757, this, is th:nking-free, a thought that graſps 
Beyond a grain, and looks beyond an hour. 
Turn up thiue eye, ſurvey this midnighi-ſcene; 
What are earth's kingdoms, to yon boundleſs orbs, 
Ot human ſouls, one day, the deſtin'd range? 
and what yen boundleſs orbs, to godlike man ? 
loſe num'rous worlds that throng the firmament, 
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And aſk more ſpace in heav'n, can roll at large A F 

In man's capacious thought, and {till leave room 4 N 

For ampler orbs; for zew creations, there 1 ( 
Ke. 


Can /#ch a ſoul contract itſelf, to gripe 
A point of no dimenſion, of no weight ? 


Jt can, it does: the world is ſuch a point, J 
And. ot that point, how /411 a part enſlaves ? | \ 
How ſmall a part— of thing, ſhall I ſay ? | | N 
Why not? — Friends, our chief treaſure! how they drop! V 
Lucia, Nakcissa fair, PHILANDER, gone! | 8 FT 
The grave, like fabled Cerberus, has op'd A 
A triple mouth; and. in an awful voice, 75 
Loud calls my ſoul, and utters all 1 ſing. Bu 
How the world falls to pieces round about us, A 
And leaves us in a ruin of our joy! Of 
What ſays this trun/portation of my friends ? El 
It bids me love the place where zow they dwell, An 
And ſcorn this wretched ſpot, they leave fo poor. Of 
Etervity's vaſt ocean lics before thee ; He: 
There, there, LoxEnzo! thy C: arissa fails. Juv 
Give thy mind ſea- room; keep it wide of earth, Hea 
That rock of ſouls 7711/01t4/, cut thy cord; | May 
Weigh anchor; ſpread thy fails; call ev ry wind; Man 
Eye chy great pole-ſiar ; make the land ot life. And 
Two kinds of lite has 40:b/e-14itur'd man, The 
And two of death; the /a/. far more ſevere. W 
Life animai is nurtur'd by the ſun; Of ſe 
Thrives on his bounties, triumphs in his beams. 8 Eteri 
Life rational ſubſiſts on higher food, | b What 
Triumphant in % beams, who made the day. 1 Thy ö 
When we leave that ſun, and are leit by %ig, What 
(The fate of all who die in ſtubborn guilt), 4 When 
*Tis alter darkneſs; ſtrictly, donbie death. - and, 


We ſink by no j#dicia/ ſtroke of heav'n, 
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2 But Nature's corr/e ; as ſure as plummets fall. 


Since GoD, or man, mult alter ere they meet, 
( For light and darkneſs blend not in one ſphere), 
"Tis manifeſt, Loxzxzo ! who mult change. 
If, then, that donble death ſhould prove thy lot, 
Blame not the bowels of the DEIT Y; 
Man ſhall be bleſs'd, as far as man permits, 
Not man alone, all rationals, Heav'n arms 
With an illuſtrious, but tremendous pow'r, 
To counteract its own molt gracious ends; 
And this, of ſtrict neceſſity, not choice: 
That pow'r deny d, nen, angels, were no more, 
But paſſive engines, void of praiſe, or blame. 
A nature rational implies the pow'r 
Of being blets'd, or wretched, as we pleaſe: 
Elſe idle Aea/012 would have nought to do; 
And he that would be barr'd capacity 
Of pain, courts incapacity of bliſs. 
Heav'n u our happineſs, a//ows our doom; 
Jud tes us ardently, but not compels ; 
Heav'n but perſuades, almighty man decrees ; 
lan is the maker of immortal fates, 
Man falls by man, if finally he falls; 
And fall he azzz/t, who learns from death alone, 
The dreadful ſecret, that he lives for ever. 
Why his to thee? thee yet, perhaps, in doubt 
| Of ſecond life? But whereſore doubtful {till ? 
Eternal life is Nature's ardent with ; 
| 4 What ardently we wiſh, we /coz believe: 
Thy tardy faith declares that wiſh deſtroy'd: 
* What. has deſtroy'd it? — Shall I tell thee, What: 
wen ſear'd the future, *tis no longer wiſh'd; 
And, when unwiſh'd, we ſtrive to diſbelieve. 


2 
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%% Thus infidelity our guilt betrays.” * 
Nor that the /e detection! bluſh, LoRENZZO! * 
Bluſh for hypocriſy, if not for guilt, T 
The future fear'd © an infidel, and fear, | & 
Fear what? a dream? a fable How thy dread, = 4 
Unwilling evidence, and therefore ſ!rong, M 
Affords my cauſe an undeſign'd ſupport ? : A 
How diſbelief affirms, what it denies ? 0 
& It, unawares, aſſerts immortal Life.“ — N "FE 
Surpriſing ! Infidelity turns out Fr 
A creed, and a confeſſion of our ſins + Re 
Apoſtates, hu, are orthodox divines. W 
Lorenzo! with LORENZZ O claſh no more; f W. 
No longer a tranſparent vizor wear. . W 
Think'ſt thou, RELIGION only has her maſk ? In 
Our Infidels are Satan's hypocrites, i 
Pretend the worſt, and, at the bottom, .. I 
When viſited by thought (thought w// intrude), Dol 
Like him they ſerve, they tremble, and believe. | Az 
Is there hypocriſy ſo foul as this ? i 
So fatal to the welfare of the world? | 1 Ho 
What deteſt ation, what contempt their due? Har 
And, if unpaid, be thank'd for their eſcape - Pert 
That Chriitian candour they //rive hard to ſcorn. To | 


Tf not for that aſylum, they might find 

A hell on earth; nor ſcape a wore belcw. 
With infolence, and impotence of thought, 

Inſtead of racking fancy, to refwte, 

Reform thy manners, and the truth enjoy.— 

But ſhall I dare confeſs the dire reſult ? 

Can thy proud rea/9 brook fo black a brand ? 

From purer manners, to /ud/imer faith, 

Is Nature's unavoidable aſcent ; 

Au hanefl Deiſt, where the goſpel ſhines, 
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Doſt ſmile? Poor wretch! thy guardian angel weeps. 


. 


Los ENZO! if thy doctrine wins the day, 
And drives my dreams, deſeated, from tlie field”; 
a If this is all, if earth a Vu ſcene, 


; A knave in grain! ne'er deviate to the right ; 
4 Shouldſt thou be g9od—hovw infinite thy loſs ! 
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Matur'd to nobler, in the Chriſtian ends. 
When that bleſs'd change arrives, e'en caſt aſide 
This ſong ſuperfluous ; /ife immortal ſtrikes 
Conviction, in a flood of light ee. 
A Chriſtian dwells, like Ur, in the ſun. 
Meridian evidence puts Doubt to flight; 
And ardent Hope a 1 pore ny ſkies. 
Of that bright ſun, LoRENZZ O! ſcale the ſphere; 
»Tis eaſy ; it invites thee; it CAR 
From heav'n to woo, and waft thee whence it came: 
Read and-revere the ſacred page; a page 
Where triumphs i7zmcrtality ; a page 
Which not the whole creation could produce ; 
Which not the conflagratior ſhall deſtroy ; 
In Nature's ruins not one letter Joſt : 
'Tis printed in the mind of gods for ever. 

In proud diſdain of what e'en gods adore, 


Agels and uu ailent to what ! {ing ; 
its ſmile, and thank me for my midnight-dream. 
How vitious hearts fume frenzy to the How in ? 


Parts paſa us on to prie de, and pride to ſhame; 
Pert Infdelity is Mit's cockade, 


To grace the brazen brow that braves tlie ſkies, 


By 4% of being, dreadfully ſecure. 


Take heed; ſtand faſt; be ſure to be a nave; 


4% only makes annihilation gain. 
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Bleſs'd ſcheme! which life deprives of comfort, death v 
Of hope ; and which Vice only recommends. v 
If fo; where, Infidels! your bait thrown ont _ 4 
To catch weak converts? where your lofty boaſt q 4 T 
Of zea/ for virtue, and of love to ran ? | IN 
AXNIHILATION ' I confeſs, in theſe, BE D 
What can rec/aim you? dare I hope profound MM 
Phi/o/ophers the converts of a bg? TI 
Ye know, its * title flatters 1%, not ue; I 
Yours be the praiſe to make π title good; W. 
Mine to bleſs Heav'n, and triumph in our praiſe, re 
But ſince fo peſtilential your diſeaſe, 80 
Tlioughi ſov'reiga is the med'cine I preſcribe, Ks 
As yet, Il neither triumph, nor deſpair ; Or 
But hope, ere long, my id N- dre ann will wake Fa. 
Your hearts, aud teach you wiſdom to be wiſe: 1 
For why ſhould fouls immortal, made for bliſs, Fro 
E'er with (and wiſh in vain!) that ſouls could die ? The 
What ne'er can die, oh! grant to ive; and crown I m 
The wiſh, and aim, and labour of the ſkies ; AS Rea 
Increaſe, and enter on the joys of heav'n: E The 
Thus ſhall my title pats a /ucred ſer], he 
Receive an /frimatur ſrom above, ] 4 on t 
While angels ſhout — Au infidel nec uind E Phe ] 
To cloſe, LoRENZZO! ſpite of all ny pains, ; | her 
Still ſeems it ſtrange, that thou ſhouldit live for ever 7 8 And 
Is it /e/s ſtrange, that thou ſhouldſt live at all? *- { nd 1 
This is a miracle; and gat no more. eaſo 
Who gave beginning, can exclude an end. Dh! 
Deny thou art; then, doubt if thou t ve. 2 112 
A miracle with miracles enclos'd, | 3 1 
! Kurts his ſaith at what is Hrænge * ad 
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What leſs than wonders from the onderful ? 
What leſs than miracles, from Gop, can flow! 
Admit a Go Þ—that myſtery ſupreme! 
That cauſe uncaus'd ! all other wonders ceaſe ; 
10 05 Nothing is marvellous for %% to do: 
Des him—all is myſtery beſides; 
Millions of myſteries { each darker far, 
Than 744t thy wiſdom would, unwiſely, ſhun. 
If wen thy faith, why chooſe the harder fide ? 
We nothing l, but what is marvellous ;. . 
vet what is marvellous, we can't believe. 
== So weak our reaſon, and ſo great our God, 
What moſt ſurpriſes in the ſacred page, 
Or full as ſtrange, or ſtranger muſt be true. 
Faith is not Reaſon's labour, but repoſe. 
Io Faith, and Virtue, why ſo backward, man! 
From hence: The preſent ſtrongly ſtrikes us all; 
The future, faintly. Can we, then, be nen? 
If men, LoRENZo! the rever/e is right. 
Keaſon is man's peculiar ; Ser/?, the brute's. 
© The pre/i1it is the ſcanty realm of Ser/e ; 
rhe future, Reaſon's empire unconfin'd: 
5 On that expending all her godlike pow'r, 
She plans, provides, expatiates, triumphs, there ; 
There builds her % Hugs; there expects her praiſe ; 
a nothing aſks of fortune, or of me. 
nd what is Ten? Be ſhe thus defin'd: 
Neaſon is 7pright ſtature in the /ſorl. 
| Pa! be a man; and ſtrive to be a god. | 
For what? (thou fay'ſt :) to damp the joys of life? 
0; to give heart and /ub/tance to thy joys. 
That tyrant, Zope! mark, how ſhe domineers: = 
zhe bids us quit realities, for dreams; HT 2 85 
4 and peace, for hazard and alm 
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That tyrant o'er the tyrants of the ſoul ! 

She bids Ambition quit its taken prize, 

Spurn the luxuriant branch on which 77 ſits, 
Though bearing crowns, to ſpring at diſtant gamie ; 
And plunge in toils, and dangers—for repoſe. 

If Hope precarious, and of things, when gain'd, 
Of little moment, and a: little ſtay, | 
Can ſweeten toils and dangers into joys ; þ 
What then „/t hope, which nothing can defeat, | 
Our leave unaſk'd? Rich hope of boundleſs bliſs ! 


Bliſs, paſt Man's pow'r to paint it; Time's to cloſe! | 1 
This hope 1s earth's moſt eſtimable prize: 
This is man's portion, while no more than man : 
Hope, of all paſſions, moſt befriends us Here; 
Paſſions of prouder name befriend us leſs. N 
Foy has her tears, and Tranſport has her death ; 7. 
Hope, like a cordial, innocent, though ſtrong, 
Man's heart at once 7z/pirits and ſerenes, A 
Nor makes him pay his wiſdom for his joys; Al 
*Tis all our preſent {tate can /afe/y bear, Ut 
Health to the frame! and vigour to the mind! An 
A joy attemper'd! a chaſ{is'd delight ! 1 
Like the fair ſummer-ev'ning, mild, and ſweet ! | 4 6 
»Tis man's full cup; his paradiſe below! 55 
A bleſs'd hereafter, hen, or hop'd, or gain'd, j ky 
Is all ;—our who/e of happineſs: full proof, wi 
J choſe no trivial or inglorious theme. = Fx 
And know, ye foes to ſong ! (well-meaning men, EF "ES 
Though quite forgotten * half your Bis/e's praiſe!) 3 — a 
Important truths, in ſpite of verſe, may pleaſe: — SE 
Grave minds you praiſe; nor can you praiſe too muck: BY P 
If there is weight in an ETERNITY, R T 
Let the grave liſten ; and be grauer ſtill, er 


The poetical parts of it. * 1 Amb 


NIGHT THE EIGHTH. 


VIRTURPF' AF OL OUT 
O R, 


The Max of the WoRrLD anſwered, 


In which are conſidered, 


The Love of this Lies; the AMBITION and 
PLEASURE, with the Wir and WISDOM of 
the WORLD. 


ND has all nature, then, eſpons'd my part ? 
Have I brib'd heay'n, and earth, to plead againſt 
And is thy ſoul 77z7z#rt2/ *—what remains? [thee ? 
All, all, LoREN ZO !—make immortals bleſs'd. 
Unbleſs'd immortals !—what can ſhock us more ? 
And yet, Loxtxzo ſtill affects the world; 
There {tows his treaſure ; thence his title draws; 
Man of the worid! (for ſuch wouldſt thou be call'd) 
And art thou proud of that inglorious ſtyle ? 
Proud of reproach ? for a reproach it was, 
In ancient days; and ChRISTIAN,-—in an age, 
When men were men, and not aſham'd of heay'n, 
Fir'd their ambition, as it crown'd their joy. 
Fprinkled with dews from the Caſtalian font, 
2 Fain would I rebaptize thee, and confer 
A purer ſpirit, and a nobler name. 
Thy fond attachments, fatal, and inflam'd, 
Point out my path, and diate to my ſong. 
To thee, the world how fair! how ſtrongly ſtrikes 
Ambition ! and gay Pleaſure ſtronger {till ! 


} 
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Thy triple bane! the triple bolt, that lays 
Thy virtue dead! be he my triple theme; 
Nor ſhall thy wit, or wiſdom, be forgot. 
Common the theme; not ſo the ſong, if ſhe 
My ſong invokes, URAN TIA, deigns to ſmile. 
The charm that chains us to the world, her foe, 
If ſhe diflolves, the man of earth, at once, 
Starts from his trance, and ſighs for other ſcenes ; 
Scenes, where theſe {parks of night, theſe Cars, ſhall 
Unnumber'd fans, (tor all things, as they ore, [ſhine 
The bleſs'd behold;) and, in one glory, pour 
Their blended blaze on man's aſtoniſh'd light; 
A blaze,—the leaſt illuſtrious object there. 
LoREN ZZ O! ſince eternal is at hand, 
To ſwallow Time's ambitions; as the vaſt 


| Leviathan, the bubbles vain, that ride 


High on the foaming billow ; what avail 

High titles, high deſcent, attainments high, 
Tf_unattain'd our ige? O Lok: xzo! 

What lofty thoughts, theſe elements above, 
What tow ring hopes, what ſallies from the ſun, 
What grand ſurveys of deſtiny divine, 

And pompous preſage of unfathom'd fate, 


Should roll in boſoms, where a ſpirit burns, 


Bound for eternity ! in boſoms read 

By him, who foibles in archangels ſees ! 

On human hearts he bends a jcalous eye, 

And marks, and in heay'n's regiſter enrolls, 

The riſe and progreſs of each option there; 

Sacred to doomiday ! That the page unfolds, _ 

And ſpreads us to the gaze of gods and men. 
And what an option, O Lorenzo! thine? 

This world! and this, unrivall'd by the ſkies ! - -- 


A world, where Juſt of F/eaſure, Grandeur, Gold, . 5 q 
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Three demon that divide its realms between them, 

With ſtrokes alternate buffet to and fro 

Man's reſtleſs heart, their ſport, their flying ball; 

Till, with the giddy circle, ſick and tir'd, 

It pants for peace, and drops into deſpair, 

Such is the world Lozxtxzo ſets above 

That glorious promiſe angels were eſteem'd 

Too mean to bring; a promiſe, their ador'd 

Deſcended to communicate, and preſs, 

By counſel, miracle, life, death, on man. 

Such is the world LoRExzo's wildom wooes, 

And on its thorny pillow ſeeks repoſe; 

A pillow, which, like optates ill prepar'd, 

Intoxicates, but not compoſes ; fills 

The vilionary mind with gay chimeras, 

All the wild traſh of ſleep, without the reſt : 

Vhat unfeign'd travel, and what dreams of joy! 
How frail, men, things! how momentary, both! 

Fantaſtick chace, of ſhadows hunting ſhades! 

The gay, the %%, equal, though unlike; 

Equal in wiſdom, differently wile | 

Through flow'ry mezCows, and thro' dreary waſtes, 

One buſtling, and one dancing. into death. 

There's not a day, but, to the man of thonght, 

Betrays fome ſecret, that throws new reproach 

On life, and makes him fick of feeing more. 

The ſcenes of 6572/5 tell us“ What are men?“ 

The ſcenes of peaſure “ What is all beſide ?”? 

There, others we deſpiſe; and here, ourſelves. 

Amid di ui eternal, dwells delight! 

'Tis approbation ſtrikes the ſtring of joy. WA 
What wondrous prize has kindled this career, 

Stuns with the din, and choaks us with the duſt, 


Ou life's gay ſtage, one inch above the grave? 
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The proud run up and down in queſt of eyes; 


The ſenſual, in purſuit of ſomething worſe ; | & 8 
The grave, of gold, the politict, of power; 4. 
And all, of other butter flies, as vain ! * Ce 
As eddies draw things frivolous, and light, Ur 
How is man's heart by vaxity drawn in; F An 
On the ſwift circle of returning toys, Lif 
| Whirl'd, ſtraw-like, round and round, and then in- No 
Where gay deluſion darkens to deſpair ! Lgulf'd, Its 


« This is a beaten track.” Is this a track 
Should not be beaten? Never beat enough, 
Till enough learn'd the truths it would inſpire, 
Shall truth be ſilent, becauſe folly frown: 
Turn the world's hiſtory ; what find we there, 
But Fortune's ſports, or Nature's eruel claims, 
Or woman's artitice, or 1472's revenge, 
And endleſs inhumanities on man ? 


Fame's trumpet ſeldom ſounds, but, like the knell, | Fron 
It brings bad tidings. How it hourly blows Exha 
Man's miſadventures round the liſt 'ning world? In an 
Man is the tale of narrative old Tine,; Eari. 
Sad tale? which high as Faradi/e begins; As m. 
As if, the toil of travel to delude, ret t] 
From ſtage to ſtage, in his eternal round, Were 
The days, his daughters, as they ſpin our hours They 
On Fortune's wheel, where accident unthought A reg 
Oft, in a moment, ſnaps life's ſtrongeſt thread, A fruj 
Each, in her turn, ſome tragick ſtory tells, A wil 
With, now and then, a wretched farce between ; And fh 
And fills his chronicle with haman woes. Vith! 

Time's daughters, true as thoſe of men, deceive us; e ſec 
Not one but puts ſome cheat on all mankind: Frown 
While in their father's boſom, not yet cu,, pf enſi 


They flatter our fond hopes, and promiſe much. 7 reſt 
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cok amiable; but hold 5% not o'er-wiſe, 
Who dares to truſt them; and laugh round the year, 
; At ſtill- confiding, ſtill- confounded, man 
Confiding, though confounded; hoping on, 
taught by trial, unconvinc'd by proof, 
And ever looking for the never- ſeen. 
Life to the laſt, like harden'd felons, lies ; 
Nor owns itſelf a cheat, till it expires. 
Its little joys go out by one and one, 
And leave poor man, at length, in perfet night; 
Night darker, than what, ow, involves the pole. 
O THov, who doſt permit theſe ills to fall, 
For gracious ends, and wouldit that man ſhould mourn ! 
Ornos, whole hand this goodly fabrick fram'd, 
Who know'ſt it beſt, and wouldſt that man ſhould know ! 
What 1s this ſublunary world ? A vapour; 
A vapour all it holds; itſelf a vapour; 
From the damp bed of chaos, by thy beam 
Exhal'd, ordain'd to ſwim its deſtin'd hour 
In ambient air, then melt, and diſappear. 
Earth's days are number'd, nor remote her doom ; 
As mortal, though lels tranſient, than her ſons ; 
Yet they doat on her, as the world and they 
Were both eternal, ſolid; THOU, a dream. 
They doat, on what? 7mortal views apart, 
A region of outſides ! a land of ſhadows ! 
A fruitful field of flow'ry promiſes ! 
A wilderneſs for joys ! perplex'd with doubts, 
| "= ſharp with thorns! a troubled ocean, ſpread 
With bold adventurers, their a// on board; 
| F o ſecond hope, if here their fortune frowns ; 
Trown ſoon it /. Of various rates they ſail, 
df enſigns various; all alike in this, 


4 reſtleſs, anxious; toſs'd with hopes and fears, 
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In calmeſt ſkies; obnoxious all to ſtorm ! 
And ſtormy the moſt gen'ral blaſt of life: 
All bound for happineſs ; yet few provide 
The chart of k&7ow/edge, pointing where it lies; 
Or Virtue's helm, to ſhape the courſe deſign'd: 
All, more or leſs, capricious fate lament, : 


Now lifted by the tide, and now reſorb'd, | ] 
And farther from their wiſhes, than before: - 
All, more or leſs, againſt each other daſh, 1 
To mutual hurt, by guſts of paſlion driven, 4 
And ſuff ring more from folly, than from fate. _ 

Ocean | thou dreadful and tumultuous home It 
Of dangers, at eternal war with man! O1 
Death's capital, where moſt he domincers, He 
With all his choſen terror; frowning round, (D 
(Though lately feaſted high at “ £41c71's coſt), Wi 
Wide-op'ning, and loud roaring {till for more! Wi 
Too faithful mirrour! how doſt thou reflect | r re 
The melancholy ſace of human life q TY 
The ſtrong reſemblance tempts me farther ſtill: | Lhe 
And, haply, Britain may be deeper ſtruck A As f 
By mortal truth, in ſuch a mirrous ſeen, | 80 
Which nature holds for ever at ber eye. 4 Fu 
Self-flatter'd, unexperienc'd, high in hope, | l 11 
When youzg, with ſanguine cheer, and ſtreamers g What 
We cut our cable, launch into the world, Their 
And fondly dream each wind and ſtar our friend ; Too | 
All in ſome darling enterprize embark'd. Wo 
But where is he can jathom its event! | From 
Amid a multitude of artlefs hands, 8 le g 


Ruin's ſure perquiſite! her lawful prize! 
Some ſteer aright ; but the black blaſt blows hard, 
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And puffs them wide of hope: with hearts of proof, 

Full againſt wind, and tide, ſome win their way; 

And When ſtrong effort has deſerv'd the port, 

And tugg'd it into view, tis won! tis loſt ! 

Thongh-ſtrong their oar, ſtill ſtronger is their fate: 

They ſtrike; — while they triumph, they expire. 

In ſtreſs of weather, ,; ſome {ink outright ; 

O'er them, and o'er their names, the billows cloſe ; 

To-morrow knows not they were cver born. 

0thers a ſhort memorial leave behind, 

Like a flag floating, when the bark's ingulf'd; 

It floats a moment, and is ſeen no more: 

One C=zar lives; a thouſand are forgot. 

How few, beneath auſpicious planets born, 

(Darlings of providence ! fond fate's elect!) 

With ſwelling fails make good the promis'd port, 

With all their wiſhes freighted ! yer even theſe, 

Freighted with all their wiſhes, ſoon complain; 

Free 15 misfortune, not from nature free, 

They ſtill are men; and when is man ſecure ? 

As fatal tine, as ſterm! the ruth of years 

Beats down their ſtrength; their numberleſs eſcapes 

In raja end: and, now, their proud ſucceſs 

Bat plants ew terrours on the victor's brow : 

What pain to quit the world, juſt made their own, . 

Their nelt ſo deeply down'd, and built ſo high! 

Too low they build, who build beneath the ſtar 8. 
Wo then apart, (if wo apart can be 

From mortal man), and fortune at our nog, 


The gay! rich! great! triumphant! and auguſt! 


ar are they? — Che 29/7 happy (ſtrange to ſay !) 


onvince ue moſt of human miſery. 
hat are they? Smiling wretches of t0-7207row 4 
* R 
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More wretched, hen, than e'er their ſlave can be; 
Their treach'rous bleſſings, at the day of need, 
Like other faithleſs friends, unmaſk, and ſting: 
Then, what provoking indigence in wealth! 
What aggravated impotence in pow'r ! 
High titles, hen, what inſult of their pain! 
If that ſole anchor, equal to the waves, 
Immortal hope! deſires not the rude ſtorm, 
Takes comfort from the foaming billow's rage, 
And makes a welcome harbour of the tomb. 
Is this a ſketch of what thy ſoul admires ? 
«© But here (thou ſay'ſt) the miſeries of life 
& Are huddled in a group. A more diſtinct 
«© Survey, perhaps, might bring thee better news.“ 
Look on life's {tages : they ſpeak plainer {till ; 
The plainer they, the deeper wilt thou ſigh. 
Look on thy lovely boy; in him behold 
The beſt that can befal the beſt on carth ; 
The boy has virtue by his m0ther”s ſide: 
Yes, on FLORELLoO look; a father's heart 
Is tender, though the 7:47's is made of itone : 
The truth, through ſuch a medium ſeen, may make 
Impreſſion deep, and fondneſs prove thy friend. 
FLORELLO Jately cait on this rude coaſt, 
A helpleſs infant ; now a heedlefs child ;- 
To poor Cr akissa's throes, thy care ſucceeds; 
Care full of love, and yet ſevere as hate ! 
O'er thy ſoul's joy how oft thy fondneſs frowns ! 
Needful auſteritics his will reſtrain; 
As thorns fence in the tender plant from harm. 
As yet, his reaſon cannot go alone; 
But aſks a ſterner nurſe to lead it on. 
His little heart is often terrify'd; 
The bluſh of morning, in his check, turns pale; 
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Its pearly dew-drop trembles in his eye; 
His harmleſs eye! and drowns an angel there, 
Ah! what avails his innocence ? the taſk 
Enjoin'd, muſt diſcipline his early pow'rs : 
He learns to ſigh, ere he is known to fin; 
Guiltleſs, and ſad ! a wretch before the fall ! 
How cruel this ! more cruel to forbear. 
Our nature ſuch, with neceſſary pains, 
We purchaſe proſpects of precarious peace: 
Thongh not a father, this might ſteal a figh, 
Suppoſe him diſciplin'd aright (if not, 
'Twill fink our poor account to poorer ſtill;) 
Ripe from the tutor, proud of liberty, 
He leaps incloſure, bounds into the world; 
The world is taken, after ten vears toil, 
Like ancient Trey; and all its joys his own. 
Alas! the world's a tutor more ſevere; 
Its leſſons hard, and ill deſerve his pains ; 
Unteaching all his virtuous nature taught, 
Or books (fair virtue's advocates ') inſpir'd. 
For who receives him into publick life! 
Men of the world, the terræ-filial breed, 
Welcome the modeſt ſtranger to their ſphere, 
(Which glitter'd long, at diſtance, in his fight), 
And in their hoſpitable arms incloſe ; 
Men, who think nought fo ſtrong of the romance, 
So rank knight-errant, as a real friend: 
Men that act up to Regens golden rule, 
All weakneſs of Fection quite ſubdu'd: 
Men that would bluſh at being thoght ſincere, 
And feign, for glory, the few faults they want; 
That love a lie, where truth would pay as well; 
As if, to them, Vice ſhone her own reward. 
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Log EN ZZ O!] canſt thou bear a ſhocking ſight ? 
Such, for FLORELLO's ſake, twill now appear; 
See, the ſteel'd files of ſeaſon'd veterans, 

Train'd to the world, in burniſh'd falſchood bright; 
Deep in the fatal ſtratagems of peace; 

Al ſoft ſenſation, in the throng, rubb'd off; 

All their keen purpoſe, in politeneſs, ſheath'd ; 
Flis friends eternal during intereſt ; 

His ices implacable—when worth their while; 

At war with cv'ry welfare but their own; 

As wile as LUCIFER ; and half as good; 

And by whom, none, but Luci ER, can gain— 
Naked, through theſe, (ſo common fate ordains), 
Naked of heart, his cruel courſe he runs, 

Stung out of all, moſt amiable in life, 


Prompt truth, and open thought, and ſmiles unfeigu'd 


Affe dion, as his ſpecies, wide diffus'd ; 
Noble preſumptions to mankind's renown ; 
Ingenuous truſt, and confidence of love. 

Theſe claims to joy (if mortals joy might claim) 
Will coſt him many a figh ; till time, and pains, 
From the ſlow miſtreſs of this ſchool, F xperience, 
And her aſſiſtant, pauſing, pale Difiruf, 

Purchaſe a dear-bought clue to lead his youth, 
Through ſerpentine obliquities of liſe, 

And the dark labyrinth of human hearts. 

And happy! if the clue ſhall come ſo cheap; 
For, while we learn vo fence with publick guilt, 
Full oft we feel its foul contagion too, 

Tf leſs than heav'nly virtue is our guard. 

Thus, a ſtrange kind of curs'd neceſſity 

Brings down the ſterling temper of his ſoul, 
By baſe alloy, to bear the current ſtamp, 


Below call'd wiſdom ; ſinks bim into ſafety ; 
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And brands him into credit with the wor/d ; 
Where ſpecious titles dignify diſgrace, 

And Nature's injuries are arts of life ; 

Where brighter reaſon prompts to bolder crimes; 
And heav'nly talents make infernal hearts; 

That unſurmountable extreme of guilt ! 

Poor Macaiaver! who labour'd hard his plan, 
Forgot, that genius needs not go to ſchool ; 
Forgot, that man, without a tutor wiſe, 

His plan had practis'd, long before twas writ. 
The world's all ti#/z-page, there's no contents; 
The world's all face; the man who ſhews his Heart, 
Is hooted for his nudities, and ſcorn'd. 

A man I knew, who liv'd upon a ſmile; 

And well it fed him; he look'd plump and fair ; 
While rankeſt venom foam'd through ev'ry vein. 
LoxExzo! what I tell thee, take not ill! 

Living, he fawn'd on ev'ry fool alive; 

And, dying, curs'd the friend on whom he liv'd. 

To ſuch proficients thou art half a ſaint. 

In foreign realms, (for thou haſt travell'd far,) 
How curious to contemplate two ſtate-rooks, 
Studious their neſt to feather in a trice, 

Wich all the zecromanticks of their art, 

Playing the game of faces on each other, 

Making court ſweet- meats of their latent gall, 

In fooliſh hope to ſteal each other's truſt ; 

Both cheating, both exulting, both deceiv'd; 

And, ſometimes, both (let earth rejoice) undone! 
Their parts we doubt not; but be that their ſhame: 
Shall men of talents, fit to rule mankind, 

Stoop to mean wilcs, that would diſgrace a fool? 
And loſe the thanks of thole few friends they ſerve ? 
R 3 
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For who can thank the man he cannot /e ? 

Why ſo much cover ? it defeats itſelf. 
Ye that know all things! know ye not, mens hearts 
Are therefore known, becauſe they are conceal'd ? 
For why conceal'd ? —The cauſe they need not tell. 
I give him joy, that's aukward at a lie; 
Whole feeble nature Truth keeps {till in awe ; 
His incapacity is his renown. 
"Tis great, tis manly, to diſdain di/24i/? ; 
It ſhews our ſpirit, or it proves our ſtrength. 
Thou ſay'ſt, tis need Is it therefore right? 
Howe'er, I grant it ſome ſmall ſign of grace, 
To ſtrain at an excuſe : and wouldſt thou then 
Eſcape that cruel xeed thou may'ſt, with eaſe ; 
Think no poſt zeedju/ that demands a knave. 
When late our civil helm was ſhifting hands, 
So P thought : think better, if you can. 

But this, how rare! The publick path of life 
Is dirty :—Yet allow that dirt its due, 
It makes the noble mind more noble ſtill : 
The world's no neuter; it will wound or fave; 
Our virtue quench, or indignation fire. 
Ton ſay, the world, well known, will make a 7:97 2 
The world, well known, will give our hearts to heaven, 
Or make us d#120ns, long before we die. 

To ſhew how fair the world, th; miſtreſs, ſhines 
Take either part, ſure ills attend the choice ; 
Sure, though not equal, detriment cuſues. 
Not Virtus: ſelf is deify'd on earth: 
Virtue has her relapſes, conflicts, focs ; 
Foes that ne'er fail to make her fecl their hate. 
Virtue has her peculiar ſet of pains; | 
Tru; friends to virtue 4, and /eaf! complain: 
But if they ſigli, can «hers hope to ſmile? 
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If VWi/dom has her miſeries to mourn, 
© How can poor Folly lead a happy life; 
And if both ſuffer, what has earth to boaſt, 
Where he moſt happy, who the /ea/? laments ? 
Where much, much patience, the moſt envy'd ſtate, 
And /n forgivenels needs the belt of friends! 
For friend, or happy life, who looks not higher, 
Of neither ſhall he find the ſhadow Here. 
The world's ſworn advocate, without a fee, 
LotzeEnzo ſmartly, with a ſmile, replies: 
« Thus far thy ſong is right ; and all muſt own, 
« Virtue has her peculiar ſet of pains.— 
% And joys peculiar who to Vice denies ? 
lf vice it is with nature to comply: 
« If-pride and ſenſe are ſo predominant, 
« To check, not overcome them, makes a ſaint, 
« Can Nature, in a plainer voice proclaim 
% Pleaſure and glory the click good of man?“ 
Can pride and ſenſuality rejoice ? 
From purity of thought all p/eaſure ſprings ; 
And, from an humble ſpirit all our peace. 
Auabitien ! pleaſure ! let us talk of theſe : 
Of theſe the Poxcn and AcaDeEny talk'd; 
©: theſe, each following age had much to ſay; 
Let unexhauſted, till, the needfal theme. 
Who talks of %%, to mankind all at once 
He talks; for where the faint from either free? 
Are theſe thy refuge! No, theſe ruſh upon thee ; 
| Tuy vitals ſeize, — vu¹ture- like, devour : 
i try if I can pluck thee from thy rock, 
Qronethens , from this barren ball of earth; 
| Reaſon can unchain thee, thou art free. 
5 And, firſt, thy Caucaſis, ambition calls; "iy, 
a buntain of torments! eminence of woes! Sat 
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Of courted woes ! and courted through miſtake ! 
*Tis not ambition charms thee ; 'tis a cheat 
Will make thee ſtart as V at his Moor. 


Doſt graſp at greatneſs? Firſt, know what it is, 
Think'ſt thou thy greatneſs in diſlinction lies? 7 c 
Not in the feather, wave it e'er ſo high, | 8. 
By Fortune ſtuck, to mark us from the throng, A 
Is glory lodg'd: 'tis lodg'd in the reverſe ; Fa 
In that which joins, in that which equals all, pr 
The monarch, and his flave;—<© A deathleſs ſoul, It 
«© Unbounded proſpect, and immortal kin, * 
& A father God, and brothers in the ſkies;“ 41 
Elder, indeed, in time; but leſs remote | Of 
In excellence, perhaps, than thought by man; Wh 
Why greater what can fall, than what can riſe! Lig 
If {till delirious, now, LORENZO! go; If ; 
And with thy full-blown brothers of the World, imat 
Throw ſcorn around thee ; caſt it on thy ſlaves ; T 
Thy ſlaves, and equals : how ſcorn caſt on them Von 
Rebounds on thee! If man is mean, as man, as 
Art thou a god? If Fortune makes him ſo, His 1 
Beware the conſequence: a maxim that, The 
Which draws a monſtrous picture of mankind, If no 
Where, in the drapery, the a7 is loſt; | How 
Externals flutt'ring, and the ſoul forgot. Thi ; 
Thy greateſt glory, when diſpos'd to boaſt, Who{ 
Boaſt that aloud, in which thy ſervants ſhare, | Life's 


We wiſcly {trip the ſteed we mean to buy; 
Judge we, in their capariſons, of men? 
It nought avails thee, where, but what thou art; 
All the diſtinctions of this little life | | 
Are quite cutaneous, foreign to the man. : -» [eree) 4 
When, through death's ſtreiglits, £arth's ſubtle ſerpenaſ 
Which wriggle into wealth, or climb renowny - ; 
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h As crooked Satan the forbidden tree, 
They leave their party-colour'd robe behind, 
All that now glitters, while they rear aloft 
Their brazen creſts, and hiſs at us below, 
Of Fortune's fucus {trip them, yet alive; 
Strip them of body, too; nay, cloſer {:31], 
Away with all, but moral, in their minds ; 


And let; what then remains, impoſe their name, 
Pronounce them weak, or worthy ; great, or mean. 
How mean that ſuuff of glory Fortune lights, 
| And Death puts out! Doſt thou demand a teſt, 
A te!t at once infallible and ſhort, 
Ot veul greatneſs ? That man greatly lives, 
Whate'er his fate or frame, Who greatly dies: 
High-fluſh'd with hope, where heroes ſhall deſpair. 
If 75:5 a true criterion, many courts, 
Illuſtrious, might afford but few grandees. 
Th' Almighty, from his throne, on earth ſurveys 
Nought greater, than an honeſt, humble heart; 
An humble heart, 4s reſidence ! pronounc'd 
His ſecond ſeat ; and rival to the ſkies. 
The private path, the ſecret acts of men, 
If noble, far the nobleſt of our lives! 
How far above LokExzZ0's glory fits 
Th' illuſtrious matter of a name wknown ; 
Whoſe worth unrivall'd, and unwitneſs'd, loves 
Lifc's ſacred ſhades, where gods converſe with men; 
And Peace, beyond the world's conception, ſmiles ! 
As thou, (now dark), before we part, ſhall ſee. 
But thy great ſoul this Au glory ſcorns. 
LOKENZO's ſick, but when LoRExzo's ſeen; ' 
aud, when he ſhrug's at publick bus'neſs, lies. 
; Deny'd the publick eye, the publick voice, 
if he lived on others breath, he dies. 
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Fain would he make the world his pedeſtal ; ; Pp 


Mankind the gazers; the ſole figure, he. W 
Knows he, that mankind praiſe againſt their will, FS « 
And mix as much detraction as they can! _ 
Knows he, that faithleſs Fame her whiſper has, «6 
As well as trumpet ? that his vanity w 
Is ſo much tickled from not hearing a//? PL, 
Knows this all-knower, that from itch of praiſe, For 
Or from an itch more ſordid, when he ſhincs, | Pie 
Taking his country by five hundred ears, Ani 
Senates at once acmire him, and deſpiſe, ES Hor 
With modeſt laughter, lining lond applauſe, - Hou 
Which makes tlie ſinile more mortal to his fame? EZ wh. 
His fame, which (Ve the mighty Cxsa«s) crown'd The 
With laurels, in full ſenate, greatly falls, Thr 
By ſeeming friend that honor and deſtroy. | Tl 
We riſe in glory, as we fink in pride: Pl. 
Where boaſting ends, here dignity begins: 3 Shs 
And yet, miſtaken beyond all miitake, | Some 
The blind LoRENZZO's proud-- of being proud; pleaſ 
And dreams himſelf aſcending in his fall. Ot : 
An eminence, though fancy d, turns the brain 3 = 
All vice wants þ2//ebore ; but, of all vice, | Ta 
Pride loudeſt calls, and for the largeſt bowl ; 4 __ 
Becauſe, all other vice unlike, it flies, . 
In fact, the point in fancy moſt purſu'd. . 
Who court applauſe, oblige the world in 7hs ; | C 0 
They gratify man's paſſion to ref#/e. LE 


Superiour honour, when fu, is /off ; 
Ev'n good men turn banditti, and rejoice, 
Like Kovr1-Kan, in plunder of the proud. 
Though ſomewhat diſconcerted, ſteady ſtill 
To the world's cauſe, with half a face of joy, 
LokENnzZo cries,—* Be then Ambition gaſt; 
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„ Ambition's dearer far ſtands unimpeach'd, 

« Gay Pleaſure! proud Ambition is her ſlave; 
« For her, he ſoars at great, and hazards 7//; 
For her, he fights, and bleeds, or overcomes ; 
« And paves his way, with crowns, to reach her ſmile : 
« Who can reſiſt her charms !”—Or, ould? Lo- 
What mortal ſhall reſiſt, where angels yield? [RENZ O! 
Pleaſure's the miſtreſs of ethereal pow'rs ; 

For her contend the rival gods above; 

Pleaſure's the miſtreſs of the world below. 

And well it is for man that Pleaſure charms. 
How would all ſtagnate. but for P/eaſure's ray! 
How would the frozen ſtream of action ceaſe ! 
What is the pulſe of this ſo buſy world? 

The love of Pre. That through ev'ry vein, 
Throws motion, warmth; and ſhuts out death from life. 
Though various are the tempers of mankind, 

Pleaſure's gay family holds all in chains. 

Some molt ailect the black; and ſome, the fair; 

Some honelt p/ea/re court; and ſome, obſcene. 

Pleaſures 05/cere are various, as the throng 

Of paſſions, that can err in human hearts; 

Miſtake their objects, or tranſgreſs their bounds. 

Think you there's but one whoredom! whoredom, all, 

But when our rea licences delight. 

Doſt doubt, Loxtxnzo ? Thou ſhalt doubt no more. 
ty father chides thy gallantries ; yet hugs 

Imugly common harlot, in the dark; 

A rank adulterer with others gold ; 

Ind that hay, Vengeance, in a corner, charms, 
red her brothel has, as well as love, 

ere horrid Epicures debanch in blood. 

Wy ate'er the motive, Pfleaſure is the mark: 


ber, the black aflaflin draws his ſword ; 
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For her, dark ſtateſmen trim their midnight-lamp, 
To which no /ig/e ſacrifice may fall; 
For her, the ſaint abſtains ; the miſer ſtarves ; 
The Stoic proud, for pleaſure, pl-aſure ſcorn'd; 
For her, Af1;4:07's daughters grief indulge, 
And find, or hope, a luxury in tears ; 
For her, guilt, ſhame, toil, danger, we defy, 
And, with an aim vo/uptrors, ruth on death. 
Thus univerſal her deſpotick power. 
And as her empire wide, her praiſe is juſt. 

Patron of pleaſure! doter on delight! 

I am thy rival; pleaſure I profeſs; 

Pleaſure the purpole of my gloomy ſong. 
Pleaſure is nought but virtue's gayer name; 

I wrong her ſtill, I rate her wortii too low; 

Virtue the root, and pleaſure is the flower; 

And honeſt Epicurns foes were fools. 


But this ſounds harſh, and gives the wiſe offence; 


If o'erſtrain'd wiſdom {til retains the me. 
How knits A ſterity her cloudy brow, 

And blames, as bold and hazardous, the prai/7 
Of Pieaſure, to mankind, ng rat, d, too dear! 
Ye modern Stic“ hear my ſoft reply; 

Their ſenſes men w/// truſt : we can't impoſe ; 
Or, it we could, is impoſition right:! 

Own honey ſweet ; but, owning, add this ſting ; 
« When mix'd with poifon, it is deadly too.“ 
Truth never was indebted to a lie. 

Is nought but } ;rtze to be prais'd, as good ? 
Why then is health preferr'd before diſeaſe ? 
What Nature loves, 7s good without , leave; 


And where no future draw-back cries, © Beware.” 
Pleaſure, though not from Virtue, /hould prevail. 


In to life, and gratitude to Heav'n: 
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How cold our thanks for bounties unenjoy'd ! 
| The Love of Pleaſure is man's eldeſt born, 
Born in his cradle, living to his tomb; 
Wiſdom, her n= „ger litter, though more grave, 
Was meant to p727z7/2r, and not ro mar, 
Imperial Te, , queen of human hearts. 
Loki 470. tuo, her majeſty's renown'd, 
Thou zu incoift, counſel, learned in the world / 
Waoſthink'ſt thyiſclt a MURkay, with diſdain 
Mayſt look on me. Yet, my DEMOSTHENES! 
Canſt thou ptead Pleaſure's cauſe as well as I ? 
- KEnow'rt thou her nature, purpoſe, parentage 2 
| Arten:! 11y ſong, and thou ſhalt know them all; 
And now thyſelf; and know tiylelf to be 
(Strange truth!) the moſt abſtemious man alive, 
Tell not Causa: the will laugh thee dead; 
Or ſend thee to her hermitage with L 


Abſurd preſumption ! thou, who never knew'ſt 
A ſerious thought ! ſhalt thou dare dream of joy? 
No man e'er found a happy life by chance, 

Or yawn'd it into being, with-a a with ; 

Or, with the ſnout of grov'ling Appetite, 

E'er ſmelt it out, and grubb'd it from the dirt, 
An art it is, and muſt be learn'd; and learn'd 
Vith unremitting effort, or be loſt ; 

And leaves us perfect blockheads, in our bliſs. 
The clouds may drop down titles and «ſtates ; 

| Wealth may ſeek us: but w//4992 mult be ſought; 

; Sought before all; but (how unlike all elſe 

> We ſeek on earth !) "iis never ſought in vain. 

birtt, Pleaſur e's birth, riſe, ſtrength, and grandeur ſee: 

3 EP forth by /;/Uomm, nurs'd by Diſcipline, 

= By Patience taught, by Perſeverance crown'd, 
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She rears her head majeſtick ; round her throne, 
Erected in the boſom of the juſt; 

Each virtue, liſted, forms her manly guard. 
For what are Virtnes? (formidable name ) 
What, but the fountain, or defence of joy ? 


Why, then, commanded ? nced mankind commands, 


At once to merit, and to make, their bliſs ? — 
Great Legiſlator ! ſcarce ſo great, as kind! 

If men are rational, and love delight, 

Thy gracious law but flatters human choice : 

In the tranſgreſſion lies the penalty; 

And they the molt indulge, who mult obey, 

Of Fleaſure, next, the final cauſe explore; 

Its mighty prrpo/e, its important d. 

Not to turn Human brutal, but to build 

Divine on human, Fleaſure came from heav'n. 

In aid to Reaſon was the goddeſs ſent, 

To call up all its ſtrength by ſuch a charm. 
Pleaſure, fiſt, ſuccours Virtue; in return, 
Virtue gives Pleaſure an eternal reign. 

What, "but the pleaſure of food, friendſhip, faith, 
Supports life vat ral, civil, and divine 

*T1s from the pleaſure of repaſt, we live; 

Tis from the pleaſure of applauſe, we pleaſe; 
Tis from the plcaſure of belief, we pray; 

(All pray'r would ceaſe, if unbelicy'd the prize :) 
It ſerves ourſelves, our reien, and our Gop; 
And to ſerve more, is Patt the ſpkere of man. 
Glide then, {or ever, pleaſure's ſacred {tream ! 
Through Eden as Euphrates ran, it runs, 

And folters ev ry growth of happy life; 

Niakes a new Eden where it flows; 
As mit be loſt, LGKENZZ O! by thy full. 


but ſuch. 


« What mean I by thy fall — Theu'lt ſhortly ſee, 
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While pleaſure's nature is at large diſplay'd; 

6 Already ſung her origin, and ends. 

Thoſe glorious ends, by kind, or by degree, 
When pleaſitre violates, tis then a vice, 

And vengeance too; it haſtens into pain. 

| From due refreſhment, life, health, reaſon, joy; 

From wild exceſs, pain, grief, diſtraction, death; 

Heav'n's juſtice this proclaims, and hat her love. 

What greater evil can I with my foe, 


14 


Than his fill draught of plen are from a caſk 
| Unbroach'd by jνι , 2uthority, unga 
| By Temperance, by Reaſon unre efin oy 
A thouſand dæmons lurk within the lee. 


% 4 


Heav'n, others, and ourſelves! uninjur'd %%, 
Drink deep; the deeper, then, the moredivine : 
Angels are angels from indulgence ere; 
Tis unrepenting pleaſure makes a god. 

Do!t think thyſelf à god from other joys ? 


A victim rather! ſhortly ſare to bleed. 


The wrong , mourn: can Heav'n's appointments 
Can man outwit Omnipotence ? ſtrike out [fail? 


A ſelf- wrought happineſs unmeant by i 
bas mace us, and the world we would enjoy ? 
ho forms an inſtrument, ordains from whence 

es p<" ay or h:rmonv, ſhall riſe, 

Heav'n bid the ſoal this mortal frame inſpire ; 

Bid virtue's ray divine inſpire the ſoul, 

With unprecarious flows of vital joy ; 
And, without breathing, man as well might Lope 
133 as, without piety, for peace. : 

Is Virtue, then, and Piety the ſame ? 

No: Piety is more; tis Virtue's ſource; 


Moder of every worth, as that of joy. 
8 2 114000 
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Men ef the world this doctrine ill digeſt : 

They ſmile at Piety ; yet boaſt aloud 

Good will to men; nor know, they ſtrive to part | 
What Nature joins; and thus confute themſclves. 

With Piet) begins all good on earth; | 
"Tis the fir{t-born of rationality. 

Conſcience, her firſt law broken, wounded lies ; 
Enfeebled, lifeleſs, impotent to good; 

A feign'd aſfection bounds her utmoſt pow'r. 


| 
' 
| 


_ — — 


Some we can't love, but for the Almighty's ſake ; 
4 A foe to Gop was ne'er true friend to man; c 
| Some ſiniſter intent taints all he does; | c 
| And, in his kindeſt actions he's unkind. c 
| On piety, humanity is built; : ce 
| And, on humanity, much happineſs; 40 
| And yet ſtill more on picty itſelf. T 
A ſoul in commerce with her God, is heav'n; I! 
Fee! not the tumuits and the ſhocks of life, | 
The whirls of paſſions, and the ſtrokes of heart. | Lo 
A Deity believ'd, is joy begun; ph 
A Deity ador'd, is joy advanc'd; N Fo 
A Deity belov'd, is joy matur'd. (Pa 
Each branch of Pzety delight inſpires: EZ Is h 
Faith builds a bridge from this world to the rn: xt, By 
O'er death's dark gulph, and all its borrour hides; 1 It 4 
Praiſe, the ſweet exhalation of our joy, And 
That joy exalts, and makes it ſweeter ſtill; 15 
Pray'r ardent opens Heav'n, lets down a ſtream That 
Of glory on the conſecrated hour Ot g 
Of man, in audience with the Deity. ES The } 


Who worſhips the Great Gop, that inſtant joins 
The firſt in heav'n and ſets his foot on hell. 
LoRENZZO! when waſt thou at church before ? 


Thou think'ſt the ſervice long: but is it juſt ? 
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Tho! juſt, unwelcome : thou hadſt rather read 
Untallow'd ground; the muſe, to win thine car, 
Mut take an air leſs ſolemn. She complies. 

Good Conſcience ! at the ſound the -vor/d retires z 
Verſe diſaffects it, and LOV NZ ſmiles: 

Vet has ſhe her Yraglio full of charms ; 

And ſuch ©s age ſhall heighten, not impair. 

Art thou dejecte!l? is thy mind o'ercaſlt ? 

Amid her fair ones, thou the faireſt chooſe, 

To chaſe thy gloom. —© Go, fix ſome weighty truth ; 
& Chain down ſome paſſioz ; do fome gen raus good ; 
each Ignorance to ſee, or Gr/ef to ſinile; 

“ Correct thy friend; befriend thy greatelt foe: 
Or, with warm heart, and conädence divine, 
Spring up, and lay ſtrong hold on 172 whomade thee,” 
Thy gloom is ſcatter'd, ſprightly ſpirits flow; 
Tho' wither'd is thy vine, and harp unſtrung. 

Doſt call the bowl, the viol, and the dance, 
Loud mirth, mad laughter ? Wretched comforters! 
Phyſicians ! more than half of thy diſeaſe. 
L2ughter, though never cenſur'd yet as fin, 

(Pardon a thought that only /cexzs ſevere), 
Is half immoral. Is it much indulg'd ? 

By venting ſpleen, or diſſipating thought, 
It ſhews a corner, or it makes a foo/; 

And ſins, as hurting others, or ourſelves, 
'Tis pride or emptineſs, applies the ſtraw, 
That tickles little minds to mirth eFiiſe; 
Ot grief as impotent portentous ſign! 

The houfe of laughter makes a houſe of wo. 
A man triumphant is a monſtrous ſiglit; 

A man dejected is a fight as mean. 
What cauſe for triamph, where ſuch ills abound ? 
8 3 


* 
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What for dejection, where preſides a power, 
Who call'd us into being to be bleſs'd ? 

So grieve, as conſcious grief may riſe to joy; 
So joy',-as conſcious grief to joy may fall. 
Moſt true, a wiſe man never will be ſad; 
But neither will ſonorous, bubbling mirth, 
A ſhallow ſtream of happineſs betray : 

Too happy to be ſportive, he's ſerene. 

Yet wouldſt thou laugh (bat at thy own expence), 
This counſel ſtrange fhould I preſume to give 
« Retire, and read thy Bible, to be gay.“ 
There traths abound of ſov'reign aid to peace; 
Ah! do not prize them leſs, becauſe inſpir'd, 
As thou, and thine, art apt and proud to do. 
If not inſpir'd, that pregnant page had ſtood, 
Time's treaſure! and the wonder of the wite ! 
Thou think'ſt, perhaps, thy /9u/ alone at ſtake ; 
Alas -. Should men miſtake thee for a foo/; 
What man of taſte for genius, wiſdom, truth, 
Tho' tender of thy fame, could interpoſe ? 
Believe me, eue, here, acts a double part, 
And the true critici is a Chriſlianu too. 


But the/2. thou think'ſt, are gloomy paths to joy. 
, n S Y P 305 


True joy in ſun-ſhine ne er was found at firſt; 

They, firſt, themſelves offend, who greatly pleaſe ; 

And travel only gives us ſound repoſe. 

Heav'n /e//s all pleaſure ; effort is the price; 

The joys of conqueſt, are the joys of man; 
And Glory the victorious lautel ſpreads 

O'er Pleaſure's pure, perpetual, placid ſtream. 

There is a time, when toil mult be preferr'd, 

Or joy, by miſ-tim'd fondneſs, is undone. 

A man of pleaſure, is a man of pains. 

Thou wilt not table the trouble to be bleſs'd. 


1; the 
; et /7 
WMlank! 
Exe 


* 
. 4 n 


© Rejoice for ever, Nature cries, © Rejoice ;” 


Il. firmly to ſupport, g fully taſte, 


- Is Joy the daughter of Severity ? 


et Jparing pledge: her bowl is not the beſt 
ankind can boaſt. —* A rational repaſt ; 
Fo Exertion, vigilance, a mind in arms, 


— 
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Falſe joys, indeed, are born from want of thought; 
From thought's full bent, and energy, the true; 
And that demands a mind in equal poize, * 
Remote from gloomy grief, and glaring joy. 

Much joy not only ſpeaks {mall happineſs, 

But happineſs, that ſhortly muikt expire. 

Can joy, unbottom'd in reflect ion, ſtand? 

And, in a tempeſt, can reflection live? 

Can joy, like thine, ſecure itſelf an hour ? 

Can joy, like thine, meet accident unſhock'd ? 

Or ope the door to honelt poverty ? 

Or talk with threat'ning Death, and not turn pale? 
In ſuch a world, and ſuch a nature, hehe 

Are needful fundamentals of delight : 

Theſe fundamentals give delight indeed ; 

Delight, pure, delicate, and durable; 

Delight, unſhaken, maſculine, divine: 

A conſtant, and a ſound, but /er/ozs joy. 


It is. —Yet far my doctrine from ſevere. 
“ Rejoice for erer;“ it becomes a man; 
Exalts, and ſets him nearer to the gods. 


And drinks to man, in her nectareous cup, 
Mix'd up of delicates for ev'ry ſenſe ; 

To the great founder of the bounteous feaſt, 
Drinks glory, gratitude, eternal praiſe ; 
And he that will not p/-dge her, is a chu:}, 


15 the whole ſcience of felicity. 


0 


A military diſcipline of thought, er 
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© To foil Temptation in the doubtful field ; 
4% And ever-waking ardour for the right,” 


"Tis*h2/* firſt give, then guard, a cheerful heart. 


Nought that zs right, think little; well aware, 
What Reaſon bids, Gop bids; by H, command 
How aggrandiz'd the ſmalleſt thing we do! 
Thus, nothing is inſipid to the wile ; 

To thee, inſipid all, but what is ad ; 

Joys ſeaſon'd high, and taſting ſtrong of guilt. 
% Mad! (thou reply'it, with indignation fir'd) 
« Of ancient ſages proud to tread the ſteps, 

cc ] follow Nature. — Follow ate ſtill, 

But look it be thine own. Is conſcience, then, 
No part of nature ? Is ſhe not eme 

Thou regicide! O raiſe her from the dead! 
Then follow Nature; and reſemble Gop. 
When, ſpite of Conſcience, Pleaſure is purſu'd, 
Man's nature is annaturally pleas'd : 

And what's unnatural, is painful too 

At intervals, and muſt diſguſt even thee! 


The fact thou know'it; but not, perhaps, the ca 


Virtue's foundations with the world's were laid; 


Heav'n mix'd her with our make, and twiſted cloſe 


Her ſacred int'reſts with the ſtrings of life. 
Who breaks her awful mandate, ſhocks himſelf, 
His better ſelf. And is it greater pain, 

Cur /0/ ſhould murmur, or or duft repine ? 
And one, in their eternal war, i bleed. 

If one 92uſ? ſuffer, which ſhould leaſt be fpar'd ? 
The pains of mind ſurpaſs the pains of ſenſe : 
Aſk, then, the gout, what torment is in guilt, 
The joys of ſenſe to mental joys are mean: 
Senſe on the preſent only feeds; the ſoul 
On paſt and future forages for joy. 
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'Tis hers, by retroſpect, through time to range; 
And forward time's great ſequel to ſurvey, 
Could human courts take vengeance on the uind. 
Axes might ruſt, and racks and gibbets fall : 
Guard, then, thy mind, and leave the reſt to fate. 
LoRENZZzo! wilt thou never be a man? 
The man is dead, who for the body lives, 
Lar'd, by the beating of his pulſe, to liſt 
With ev'ry luſt, that wars againſt his peace; 
And ſets him quite at variance with himſelf. 
Thyſelf firſt know, then love. A/ e there is 
Of virtue fond, that kindles at her charms. 
A /e!f there is, as fond of ev'ry vice, 
While ev'ry virtue wounds it to the heart; 
lumility degrades it, uſice robs, 
Bleſs d Bounty beggars it, fair Truth betrays, 
And godlike Maguanimity deſtroys. 
This felt, when rival to the former, ſcorn; 
When not in competition, kindly treat, 
Defend it, ſeed it.—But when virtue bids, 
Toſs it, or to the fowls, or to the flames. 
And why? Tis love of Pleaſure bids thee bleed; 
Comply, or own ſelf-love extind or blind. 
For what is ice? Selt-love in a miſtake; 
A poor blind merchant buying joys too dear. 
And Virtue, what? Tis ſelf-love in her wits, 
Quite ikilful in the market of delight. 
Self-love's good ſenſe is love of that dread power, 
From whom herſelf, and all ſhe can enjoy. 
Other ſelf-love is but difguis'd ſelf-hate; 
More mortal than the malice of our foes; 
A ſelf-hate, now, ſcarce felt; ther felt full ſore, 
When being, curs'd ; extinction, loud implor'd; 
And ev'ry thing preferr'd to what we are, 
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II. 

Yet this ſelf- love Loox RN O makes his choice 5 5 

And, in this choice triumphant, boaſts of joy. Sn 
How is his want of happineſs betray'd, Int 

By diſaffection to the preſent hour! | 
Imagination wanders far a- field: Th 
The future pleaſes : why? The preſent pains. — Th 

« But that's a ſecret.— Ves, which all men know; Ane 
And know from thee, diſcover'd unawares. dSuc 
Thy ceaſeleſs agitation, reſtleſs roll On 
From cheat to cheat, impatient of a pauſe; The 
What is it? —' Tis the cradle of the ſoul, To 
From Inſlinqt ſent, to rock her in diſeaſe, Wit 
Which her phyſician, Neaſeu, will not cure. The. 

A poor expedient: yet thy belt; and while Till 
It mitigates thy pain, it ow it too. For : 
Such are LorExzo's wretched remedies ! An J. 

The weak have remedies; the wiſe have joys, E-= Henc 
Superiour wiſdom is ſuperiour bliſs. Phi! 
And what ſure mark diſtinguiſlies the wiſe ? | TH 
| Conſiſtent wiſdom ever wills the fame; That 
1 Thy fickle with is ever on the wing. Lokk 
9 Sick of herſelf, is Felih's character; But it 
As Wiſdom's is, a modeſt ſelf-applauſe. | s Fo 
A change of evils is thy good ſupreme ; A caſt 
Nor, but in motion, canſt thou find thy reſt. A moc 
Man's greateſt ſtrength is fhewn in ſtanding ſtill. ED for 
The firſt ſure ſymptom of a mind in health, A (pri 
Is reſt of heart, and pleaſure felt at home. And pe 
Falſe Pleaſure from abroad her joys imports; Por rap 
Rich from within, and ſelf-ſuſtain'd, the true. EW hich 
The true is fix d, and ſolid as a rock; hen ſ. 
Slipp'ry the fulſe, and toſſing as the wave. hat 

This, a wild wanderer on earth, like Cain; | ; hat, 


That, like the fabled, ſelf-enamour'd boy, 
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Home-contemplation her ſupreme delight ; 
She dreads an interruption from without, 
] Smit with her own condition; and the more 
| Intenſe the gazes, ſtill it charms the more. 
No man is happy, till he thinks, on earth 
There breathes not a more happy than himſelf: 
Then envy dies, and love o'erflows on all; 
And love o'erflowing makes an angel here; 
Such angels all, intitled to repoſe 
On iz who governs fate. Though tempeſt frowns, 
Though nature ſhakes, how ſoft to lean on Heav'n! 
To lean on in, on whom archangels lean ! 
With inward eyes, and ſilent as the grave, 
They ſtand collecting ev'ry beam of thought, 
Till their hearts kindle with divine delight; 
For all their thoughts, like angels ſeen of old 
In Iſrael's dream, come from and go to heav'n: 
Hence, are they ſtudious of ſequeſter'd ſcenes ; 
While noiſe and diſſipation comfort the. 
Were all men happy, revellings would ceaſe, 
That opiate for inquietude within. 
LokENZz O! never man was truly bleſs'd, 
But it compos'd, and gave him ſuch a caſt, 
As Fe) might miſtake for want of joy; 
A calt, unlike the triumph of the proud; 
A model aſpect, and a ſmile at heart. 
O for a joy from thy PAILANDER'S ſpring ! 
A ſpring perennial, riſing in the breaſt, 
And permanent, as pure! no turbid ſtream 
- Of rapt rous exaltation ſwelling high ; 
| W hich, like land-floods, impetuous pour a while, 
hen fink at once, and leave us in the mire. 
lat does the man, who tranſient joy prefers ? 


N 


at, but prefer the bubbles to the ſtream ! 
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Vain are all ſudden ſallies of delight; 
Convulſions of a weak, diſtemper'd Joy, 
Joy's a fix'd ſtate; a tenour, not a {lart. 
Bliſs there is none, but wrprecarios bliſs: 
That is the gem: ſell all, and purchaſe that. 
Why go a-begy.ing to contingencies, 

Not gain'd with eaſe, nor ſafely lov'd, if gain'd? 
At good fortuitous, draw back, and pauſe; 
Suſpect it; what thou canſt enſure, enjoy ; 

And nought but what thou giv'it th) felt, is ſure. 
Reaſon perpetuates joy that reaſon gives, 

And makes it as immortal as herſelf: 

To mortals, nought immortal, but their worth. 

Worth, conſcious worth! ſhould 4%, reign; 
And other joys aſk leave for their approach ; 
Nor, unexamin'd, ever leave obtain. 

Thou art all anarchy ; a mod of jovs 

Wage war, and periſh in inteſtine broils; 

Not the leaſt promiſe of internal peace! 

No boſom-comtort! or unborrow'd bliſs! 

Thy thoughts are vagabonds ; all outward-bound, 


Much pain muſt expiate, what much pain procur'd. 

Fancy and Sens from an infected ſhore, 

Thy cargo bring; and pellilence the prize: 

Then, ſuch,thy thirſt, (inſatiable thirſt ! 

By fond indulgence but inflam'd the more) 

Fancy ſtill cruiſes, when poor See is tir'd, 
Imagination is the Fafphian ſhop, 

Where feeble happineſs, like Vuicar, lame, 

Bids foul ideas, in their dark receſs, 

And hot as hell (which kindled the black fires}, 

With wanton art, thoſe fatal arrows form, 


*Midit ſands, and rocks, and ſtorms, to cruiſe for pleafure: 
It gain'd, dear-bought ; and better miſs'd than £ain'd. 
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Be pacify'd; if ovtward things are great, 
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Which murder all thy time, health, wealth, and fame, 
Wouldſt thou receive them, other thoughts there are, 
On angel-wing, deſcending from above, 


Which theſe, with art divine, would counterwork, 
And form celeſtial armour for thy peace. 


In this is ſeen Imagination's gr/t s 
But who can count her flies? She betrays thee, 
To think in grandeur there is ſomething great. 
For works of curious art and ancient fame, 
Thy genius hungers, elegantly pain'd; 
And foreign climes mult cater for thy taſte. 
Hence, what diſaſter !-—Though the price was paid, 
That perſecuting prieſt, the Turk of Rome, 


Whoſe foot, (ye gods!) though cloven, muſt be kiſs'd, 
Detain'd thy dinner on the Latian ſhore; 
(Such is the fate of honeſt Proteltants * 

And poor Magnificence is ſtarv'd to death. 


Hence, juſt reſentment, indignation, ire 


— 


Tis magnanimity great things to ſcorn; 
Pompous expenſes, and parades auguſt, 
And courts; that inſalubrious ſoil to peace. 
True happineſs ne'er enter'd at an eye; 
True happinels reſides in things unſeen, 
No ſmiles of Fortune ever bleſs'd the bad, 00 
Nor can her frowns rob Innocence of joys; gh 
That jewel wanting, triple crowns are poor : 

So tell his Holineſi, and be reveng'd. 


Pleaſure, we both agree, is man's chief good; 
Our only conteſt, what deſerves the name. 
Give Pleaſure's name to nought, but what has paſs'd 
TY authentick ſeal of Keese (which, like Lokk E, 
Nur on what it paſſes), and defies 
Letts T 


10 


The tooth of time ; when paſt, a pleaſure ſtill ; 

Dearer on trial, lovelier for its age, 

And doubly to be priz'd, as it Homotes 

Our future, while it forms our preſent joy. 

Some joys the future overcaſt ; and ſome 

Throw all their beams that way, and gild the tomb. 

Some joys endear eternity ; ſome give 

Abhorr'd annihilation dreadful charms. 

Are rival joys contending for thy choice ? 

Conſult thy whoſe exiſtence, and be ſafe ; 

That oracle will put all doubt to flight. 

Short is the leſſon, though my lecture long, 

Be good—and let heav'n anſwer for the reſt. 
Vet, with a ſigh o'er all mankind, I grant, 

In this our day of proof, our land of hope, 
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The good man has his clouds that intervene ; 5 
Clouds, that obſcure his ſublunary day, Lit 
But never cenguer. Even the beſt muſt own, \ 
Patience, and Reſignation, are the pillars Bel 
Of human peace on earth. The pillars, theſe; Abe 
But thoſe of Sth not more remote from thee, All 
Till this heroick leſſon thou haſt learn'd; | Lik 
To frown at Pleaſure, and to ſmile in Pair. rec 
Fir'd at the proſpect of unclouded bliſs, DB 1 
Heav'n in reverſion, like the fun as yet An 
Beneath the horizon, cheers us in this world; ‚ | Fl 
It ſheds, on fouls fuſceptible of light, His 
The glorious dawn of our eternal day. Wh. 
T This (fays LORENZO) is a fair harangne: ( T 
Hut can harangues blow back ſtrong Nature's ſtream, Wh 
Or {tem the 1; ide Heav'n n through our veins, Wi They 
« Which ſweeps away men's impotent reſolves, Thet 


« And lays his labour level with the wor/d pos 
Themſelves men make their comment on mankind: 


>. 4 


What nothing leſs than angel can exceed, 5 
A man on earth devoted to the ſkies, 
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Like harmleſs thunders, breaking at his feet, 
Excite his pity, not impair his peace. 


4 mingled mob! a wand' ring herd! he ſees 


His full reverſe in all! what higher praiſe ? 
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And think nought js, but what they find at home; 
Thus weakneſs to chimera turns the truth. 
Nothing romantick has the muſe preſcrib'd. 
Above, LoRENZZO ſaw the man of earth, 

The mortal man; and wretched was the ſight. 

To balance that, to comfort, and exalt, 

Now ſee the au immortal: him, I mean, 

Who lives as ſuch; whoſe heart, full bent on heav'n, 
Leans all that way, his bias to the ſtars. 

The world's dark ſhades, in contraſt ſet, ſhall raiſe 
His laſtre more; though bright, without a foil: 
Obſerve his awful portrait, and admire ; 

Nor ſtop at wonder ; imitate, and live, 


Some angel guide my pencil, while I draw, 
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Like ſhips iy ſeas, while iz, above the world. 
With aſpect mild, and elevated eye, 

Behold him ſeated on a mount ſerene, 

Above the fogs of ſenſe, and paſſion's ſtorm ; 

All the black cares and tumults of this life, 


£ 


Earth's genuine ſons, the ſceptred, and the ſlave, 


Bewilder'd in the vale; in all unlike! 


What ſtronger demonſtration of the right? * 
Ihe preſent all hr care; the future, 55. l 
When publick welfare calls, or private want, 34 
Tbey give to fame; his bounty he conceals, ta 
| Their virtues varniſh Nature; 2, exalt. A” 4 
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a In a former Night. 1 
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Mankind's eſteem they court ; and he, his own. 
T heirs, the wild chace of falſe felicities ; f 
His, the compos'd poſſeſſion of the true. 
Alike throughout is hs conſiſtent peace, 
All of one colour, and an even thread ; 
While party-<olour'd ſhreds of happineſs, 
With hideous gaps between, patch up for them 
A madman's robe; each puff of Fortune blows. 
The tatters by, and ſhews their nakedneſs. 
He ſees with other eyes than theirs ; where they 
Behold a /, he ſpies a Deity ; 
What makes hem only ſmile, makes im adore. 
Where they ſee mountains, he but atoms ſees ; 
An empire, in his balance, weighs a grain. 
They things terreſtrial worſhip, as divine; 
His hopes immortal blow them by, as duſt, 
That dims his fight, and ſhortens his ſurvey, 
Which longs, in inſinite, to loſe all bound. 
Titles and honours (if they prove his fate) 
He lays aſide, to find his dignity ; 
No dignity 7hey find in aught beſides. 
They triumph in externals, (which conceal 
Man's real glory), proud of an eclipſe. 
Himſelf too much he prizes to be proud, 
And nothing thinks ſo great in man, as maz. 
Too dear he holds his int'reſt, to neglect 
Another's welfare, or his right invade ; 
Their int'reſt, like a lion, lives on prey. 
They kindle. at the ſhadow of a wrong; 
Wrong he ſuſtaius with temper, looks on heav'n, 
Nor ſtoops to think his injurer his foe; 
Nought, but what wounds his virtue, wounds his pea® 
A cover'd heart their character defends ; | 
A cover'd heart denies % half his praiſe, . -; + 
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And his alone, triumphantly to think In 
His true exiſtence is not yet begun. N i 
His glorious courſe was, yeſterday, complete; . 
Death, then, was welcome; yet life ſtill is ſweet. © . 4 
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With nakedneſs his innocence agrees; 
While their broad foliage teſtifies their fall. 
Their no-joys end, where his full feaſt begins; 
His joys create, theirs murder, future bliſs. 
To triumph in exiſtence, hzs alone; 
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But nothing charms LoREN Zo, like the firm, 
Undaunted breaſt. And whoſe is that high praiſe ? 
They yield to pleaſure, tho' they danger brave, 
And ſhew no fortitude, but in the field ; 

If there they ſhew it, tis for glory ſhewn ; 

Nor will that cordial always man Heir hearts. 

A cordial his ſuſtains, that cannot fail; 

By pleaſure unſubdu'd, unbroke by pain, 

He ſhares in that Omnipotence he truſts ; 
All-bearing, all- attempting, till he falls ; 

And when he falls, writes vict on his ſhield, 

From magnanimity, all fear above ; 

From nobler recompence, above applanſe ; 

Which owes to man's Hort out-look all its charms. 

Backward to credit what he never felt, 


LokREN Zz O cries, —© Where ſhines this miracle!“ 
From what root riſes this im:20rtal nan ? 


A root that grows not in LoxeExzo's ground; 
The root diſſect, nor wonder at the fower. 

He follows Nature (not like “ thee) and ſhews us 
An uninverted ſyſtem of a man. 

His Appetite wears Reaſon's golden chain, 

And finds, in due reſtraint, its luxury. 

T'3 


See page 216. line 12, 
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His Paſſion, like an eagle well reclaim'd, Fo 
Is taught to fly at nought, but infinite. > Ki" 
Patient his Hope, unanxious 1s his Care, + 8] 
His Caution fearleſs, and his Crief (if grief Ea 

The gods ordain) a ſtranger to deſpair. « 
And why ?—Becauſe affection, more than meet, An 
His wiſdom leaves not diſengag'd from Heav'n. u 
Thoſe ſecondary goods that ſmile on earth, rh 
He, loving in Proportion, loves in peace. Hi: 
They molt the world enjoy, who leaſt admire, Ha 
His «underſtanding ſcapes the common cloud An, 
Of fumes, ariſing from a boiling breaſt. Ane 
His head 1s clear, becauſe his heart is cool, | 4 
By worldly competitions uninflam'd. Wo 
The mod' rate movements of his ſoul admit Stat 
Diſtin& ideas, and matur'd debate, For 
An eye impartial, and an even ſcale; Th; 
Whence judgment ſound, and unrepenting choice. Link. 
Thus, in a double ſenſe, the geod are wiſe; And 
On its own dunghill, wiſer than the world, His 
What, then, the world? it , be doubly weak; Swe 
Strange truth! as ſoon would they believe their creed, By | 
Yet thus it is; nor otherwiſe can be; (To, 
So far from ought romantick, what I ſing. ä Pi 
Bliſs has no being, Virtue has no ſtrength, 1 wok 
he 


But from the proſpect of immortal life. | 
Who think earth all, or (what weighs juſt the ſame) And 
Who care no farther, muſt prize what it yields; 
Fond of its fancies, proud of its parades. 

Who thinks earth nothing, can't its charms admire; 
He can't a foe, though molt malignant, hate, | 
Becaule that hate would prove his greater foc. 
Tis hard for the, (yet who ſo loudly boaſt | 
N Gogd-will to men ?) to love their deareſt friend: 
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Each act, each thought, he queſtions, © What its weight, N 
&« Its colour what, a thouſand ages hence?“ — * 
And what it there appears, he deems it now. b t 
* 


Hence, pure are the receſſes of his ſoul. 


Wont to diſdain poor bigots caught by heav'n! 


Cad 


And Wit talks zzoft, when eaſt The has es ny, 


| Lokenzo ! riſe to ſomething, by reply. 
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For may not he invade their good ſupreme, 
Where the leaſt jealouſy turns love to gall ? 
All ſhines to them, that for a ſeaſon ſhines. 
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The godlike man has nothing to conceal. 

His virtue, conſtitutionally deep, 

Has Habit's firmneſs, and AMFection's flame; 

Angels ally d, deſcend to feed the fire; 

And Death, which others flays, makes him a god. 
And now, Lok RNZzO! bigot of this world! 
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Stand by thy ſcorn, and be reduc'd to nought : 
For what art thou: Thou boaſter! while thy glare, 
Thy gandy grandeur, and mere worldly worth, 
Like a broad miſt, at diſtance, ſtrikes us moſt ; 
And, like a miſt, is nothing when at hand : 
His merit, like a mountain, on approach, 
Swells more, and riſes nearer to the ſkies, 
By promiſe vo, and, by poſſeſſion ſoon, 
(Too oor, too uu, ˙ , it cannot be) his own, 
From this thy juſt annihilation riſe, 


The world, thy client, liſtens and expects; 


And longs to crown thee with immortal praife, 
Canſt thou be Glent ? No; for Wit is thine; 


And Reaſo interrupts not her career. 

| She'l] ſay —That miſts above the mountains rife ; 
And, with a thouſand pleaſantries, amuſe; 

She" N cparkle, puzzle, flutter, raiſe a duſt, 

And I conviction, in the duſt ſhe rais d. 
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Wit, how delicious to man's dainty taſte! 
1 precious, as the vehicle of Senſe; 
But, as its ſubſtitute, a dire diſeaſe. 


Pernicious talent! flatter'd by the world, 


By the blind world, which thinks the talent rare. 
Wiſdom is rare, LoRxENZZO]! Wit abounds; 
Paſſion can give it; ſometimes vine inſpires 


The lucky flaſh ; and -ad2/* rarely fails. 


Whatever cauſe the ſpirit ſtrongly ſtirs, 


© Confers the bays, and rivals thy renown : 


For thy renown, twere well, was this the worſt ; 


Chance often hits it; and, to pique thee more, 
See Dulneſ5, blund'ring on vivacities, 

Shakes her ſage head at the calamity. 

Which has expos'd, and let her down to thee. 
But Wiſdom, awful Wildom! which inſpects, 
Diſcerns, compares, weighs, ſeparates, infers, 
Seizes the right, and holds it to the laſt ; 

How rare! in ſenates, ſynods, ſought in vain ; 
Or, if there found, tis ſacred to the few ; 
While a lewd proſtitute to multitudes, 
Frequent, as fatal, Vit. In civil life, 

Wit makes an enterprizer ; Sen/e, a man. 

Wit hates authority ; commotion loves, 

And thinks herſelf the lightning of the ſtorm, 
In ſates, tis dang'rous ; in rec/igion, death: 
Shall Vit turn Chriſtian, when the dull believe! 
Senſe is our helmet, Wit is but the plume ;; 
The p/ume expoſes, tis our Helmet faves, 

Senſe is the di mond, weighty, ſolid. ſound ; 
When cut by Mit it cafts a brighter beam; 
Yet, Wit apart, it is a di'mond ſtill, 

Wit, widow'd of good. ſenſe, is worſe than me? 
It hoiſts more fails to run agaiuſt a rock. 
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Thus, a Ha/ſ-CnxsTFRFIEL 

Whom dll fools ſcorn, and b 
How ruinous the rock I warn thee ſhun, 

Where Sirens fit, to ling thee to thy fate! 

A joy, in which our rea/07 bears no part, 

Is but a /orrow tickling, ere it ſtings. 

Let not the cooings of the World allure thee; 

Which of her lovers ever found her true ? 

Happy ! of this bad world, who little Tpow — 

And yet, we much muſt know her to be /afe. 

To &#zow the world, not /eve her, is thy point: 

She gives but little, nor that little, long. 

There is, I grant, a triumph of the pulle 

A dance of ſpirits, a mere froth of joy, 

Our thoughtleſ7 agitation's idle child, 

That mantles high, that ſparkles, and expires, 

Leaving the ſoul more vapid than before ; 

An animal ovation! ſuch as holds 

No commerce with our reaſon, but ſubſiſts 


is quite a fool; 


On juices thro' the well-ton'd tubes well-ſtrain'd; 


A nice machine ! ſcarce ever tun'd aright : 

And when it jars—thy Sirens ſing no more, 

Thy dance is done; the demi-ged is thrown 

(Short apotheolis |) beneath the Mu, 

In coward gloom immers'd, or fell deſpair. 
Art thou yet du enough deſpair to dread, 

And ſtartle at deſtruction ? if thou art, 

Accept a buckler, take it to the field ; 

(A field of battle is this mortal life !) 

When danger threatens, lay it on thy heart; 

A ſingle ſentence proof againſt the wor/d- 

« Soul, body, fortune! ev'ry good pertains 

« To one of theſe; but prize not all alike ; 


© The goods of fartune to thy body's health, _ . 


4 


s their want of wit. 
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« Body to ſoul, and ſoul ſubmit to Gop.“ bs. F 
Wouldft thon build laſting happineſs ? do this; = 4 
Th' inverted pyramid can never ſtand. i 0 N 
Is this truth doubtful ? it outſhines the ſun ; I 
Nay, the ſun ſhines not, but to ſhow us this, : - | 
The ſingle leſſon of mankind on earth. | : = 
And yet—yet, what? no news! mankind is mad; 3 1 D 
Such mighty numbers liſt againſt the right, 10 
(And what can't numbers, when bewitch'd, atchieve !) u 
They talk themſelves to tomething Ike belief, ; | w 
That all earth's joys are theirs: as ATHens' fool A 
Grinn'd from the port, on ev'ry ſail his own. Th 
They grin; but wherefore? and how long the laugh Aj 
Half ignorance, their mirth ; and half, a lie: WI 
To cheat the world, and cheat themſelves, they ſmile. Aj 
Hard either taſk the moſt abandon'd own, - FF 
That others, if abandon'd, are undone : | 8 
Then, for themſelves, the moment Keaſon wakes, Th 
(And Providence denies it long repoſe), is Not 
O how laborious is their gaiety ! Wh 
They ſcarce can ſwallow their ebullient ſpleen, "IP 
Scarce muſter patience to ſupport the farce, The 
And pump ſad laughter, till the curtain falls. Wh, 
Scarce, did I ſay ? ſome cannot fit it out; W 
Oft their own daring hands the curtain draw, [ Ca 


And ſhew us what their joy, by their deſpair. 
The clotted hair! gor'd breaſt ! blaſpheming eye! 

Its impious fury {till alive in death 

Shut, ſhut the ſhocking ſcene. —But Heav'n denies 

A cover to ſuch guilt; and fo ſhould man. 

Look round, LoRENZZ O! fee the reeking blade; 

Th' invenom'd phial, and the fatal ball; 

The ſtrangling cord, and ſuffocating {tream ; 

The loathſome rottenneſs, and foul decays 


The richeſt proſpect into preſent peace: 


Wich thrones ethereal, and their greater far: 


{> Thro' bleſs'd Eternity's long day; yet ſtill, 


Can nought ect them, but what fo0/s them too? 


Makes /eriozs thought man's wiſdom, joy, and praiſe, 
Nor need you bluth (though ſometimes your deſigns 
May ſhun the light) at your deſigus on heav'n ; 

Sole point! where aver -a ſhf%ttů is your blame. 

b Are you not wife f—you know you are: yet hear 
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From raging riot {flower ſuicides; 

And pride in theſe, more execrable {till ! 

How horrid all to thought !—but horrours, theſe, 
That vouch the truth, and aid my feeble ſong. 
From vice, ſenſe, fancy, no man can be bleſs'd ; 
Bliſs is too great, to lodge within an hour: 

When an immortal being aims at bliſs, 

Duration is eſſential to the name. 

O for a joy from Ren! joy from that, \ 
Which makes man van; and, exercis'd aright, 
Will make him more: a bounteors joy! that gives, 
And promiſes ; that weaves, with art divine, 
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A joy ambitious ! joy in common held 
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A joy high-privileg'd, from chance, time, death! 
A joy which death ſhall double judg ment crown! 
Crown'd higher, and ſtill higher, at each ſtage, 


Not more remote from /orrow, than from him, 

Whoſe laviſh hand, whoſe love ſtupendous, pours 

So much of Deity on guilty duſt. 

There, O my Lucia! may I meet thee there, 

Where not thy preſence can improve my bliſs ! 
Aﬀects not this the /ages of the world? 


Eternity, depending on an hour, 


one truth amid your num 'rous ſchenies, miſlaid, 
Or overlooked, or thrown aſide, if fcen ; 


* 
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«© Our ſchemes to plan by hit world, or the next, 


& Is the ſole diff 'rence between wiſe, and fool.” _ 
All worthy men will weigh you in this ſcale ; . | 5 1 | 
What wonder, then, if they pronounce you /ight 7 F 
Is their eſteem alone not worth your care; + 
Accept my ſimple ſcheme of common ſenſe ; be 7 
Thus, ſave your fame, and make two worlds your own, F; « 
The world replies not ;—but the world perſiſts; | ef 7 
And puts the cane off to the longeſt day, E 7 
Planning evaſions for the day of doom. * 
So far, at that re- Hearing „ from redreſs, By 
They then turn wit neſſe, 2 themſelves. A, 
Hear that, LoREN EO! nor be wiſe to-morrow. 7 
Haſte, haſte! a man, by nature, is in haſte; 7 
For who ſhall anſwer for another hour ? N 
Tis highly prudent to make oe ſure friend; 84 


And that thou canſt not do this fide the ſkies. 

Ye ſons of earth! (nor willing to be more) 
Since ver/e you think from prieſteraft ſomewhat free, 
Thus, in an age ſo gay, the Muſe plain truths 

(Truths which at church you might have heard in proſe] 
Has ventur'd into light ; well pleas'd the verſe 
Should be forgot, if you the truths retain; 

And crown her with your welfare, not your praiſe. 

But prai/e ſhe need not fear: I fee my fate; 

And headlong leap, like Corts, down the gulf. 
Since many an ample volume, mighty tome, 

Muſt die, and die unwept; O thou minute, 
Devoted page! go forth among thy foes ; 

Go, nobly proud of martyrdom for truth, 

And die a double death. Mankind, incens'd, 
Denies thee long to live; nor ſhalt thou reſt, 
When thou art dead; in Sn ſhades arraign'd 
By LucireR, as traitor to his throne: 
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And bold blaſphemer of his friend, — the world,; 
| The world, whoſe legions colt him ſlender pay, 
* 1 And volunteers around his banner fwarm ; 
| = Prudent, as Pruſſia, in her zeal for Gaul. 

N « Are all, then, fools?” Logexzo cries.—Yes, all; 
But ſuch as hold /i doctrine (new to thee ;) 
© The mother of true wiſdom is the .; 
The nobleſt intel/ef, a fool without it. 
FIVorld-wi/dom much has done, and more may do, 
In arts and ſciences, in wars and peace; 
But art and ſcience, like thy wealth, will leave thee, 
And make thee twice a beggar at thy death. 
This is the e Indulgence can afford; 
« Thy wiſdom all can do, but—make thee wiſe,” 
Nor think this cenſure is ſevere on thee; 
Satan, thy maſter, I dare call a dunce, 
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NIGHT TEE NINTH AND LAST, 


CC 
x Pg WI] 

Containing, among other things, id 

IJ. A moral ſurvey of the noFurnal heavens, Syn 

II. A night-ADDRESS to the DEITY. _—_ 9; 

Lik 

Humbly Inſcribed Wei 

And 

To his GRAck the DUKE of NRWSASTLE, one of his I th 
Majeſty's Principal Secretaries of State. But 

Thy 

— Fatis contraria fata rependens. Vise, (© Lok 
The 

S when a traveller, a long day paſt ; 508 

In painful ſearch of what he cannot find, And 

At night's approach, content with the next cot, ro 4 

There ruminates a while his labour loſt; Who 

Then cheers his heart with what his fate affords, And 

And chants his ſonnet to deceive the time, Inas! 

Till the due ſeaſon calls himto repoſe : W The « 

Thus I, long-travell'd in the ways of men, o tr 

And dancing, with the reſt, the giddy maze, (645 7 

Where Diſappoiutmeut ſmiles at ape t career; And t 

Warn'd by the languor of life's ev'ning ray, 55 

At length have Wit d me in an humble ſhade, "IR 

Where, future wand'ring baniſh'd from my thought, "ap 
And waiting, patient, the ſweet hour of reſt, , 


I chace the nts with a ſerious ſong. 
Song ſoothes our pains ; and age has pains to footh, i 


* 


THe CONSOLATION. 235 


When age, care, crime, and friends embrac'd at heart, 
Torn from my bleeding breaſt, and Death's dark ſhade, 
Which hovers o'er me, quench th' ethereal fire; 
| p Canſt thou, O Night ! indulge one labour more? 
One labour more indulge: then ſleep, my {train ! 
Till, haply wak'd by RAPHAE T's golden lyre, 
Where night, death, age, care, crime, and ſorrow ceaſe, 
To bear a part in everlaſting lays ; 

Tho' far, far higher ſet, in aim, I truſt, 
* Symphonious to this humble prelude here. 
Has not the muſe aflerted pleaſures pure, 

Like thoſe above ; exploding other joys ? 

Weigh what was urg'd, LoREN ZO! fairly weigh; 

And tell me, haſt thou cauſe to triumph till ? 

think thou wilt forbear a boaſt ſo bold. 

But if, beneath the favour of miſtake, 
= Thy ſmile's ſincere ; not more ſincere can be 
© Loxtnzo's ſmile, than my compaſſion for him. 
The fick in body call for aid; the ſick 
In uind are covetous of more diſeaſe ; 
And when at worſt, they dream themſelves quite wel/; 
To #:0w ourſelves diſeas'd, is half our cure. 
When Nature's bluſh, by Cuſtom is wip'd off, 
And Conſcience, deaden'd by repeated ſtrokes, 
Has into -manners naturaliz'd our crimes ; 
The curſe of curſes is, our curſe to love; 
To triumph in the blackneſs of our guilt, 
(as Indians glory in the deepeſt jet), 
And throw aſide our /ez/es, with our peace. 
But, grant no guilt, no ſhame, no leaſt alloy; 
IGrart joy and glory, quite unſully'd, ſhone: 
Yet, ſtill, it ill deſerves LoxEnzo's heart. 
No joy, no w glory, glitters in thy ſight, 
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But, thro” the thin partition of an hour, B 
I ſee its ſables wove by Deſtiny, 5B 


And that in forrow bury'd : this, in ſhame; . Li 
While howling fries ring the doleful knell ; | | Fi 
And Conſcience, now ſo ſoft, thou ſcarce canſt hear LI 
Her whiſper, echoes her eternal peal. | Li 
Where the prime actors of the /aft year's fcene ; = Ol 
Their port ſo proud, their buſkin, and their plume ? L 
How many //:ep, who kept the world awake W 
With luſtre, and with noiſe ! has Death proclaim'd W. 
A truce, and hung his ſated launce on high ? Th 


*Tis brandifi'd {till ; nor ſhall the preſent year Fre 


Be more tenacious of her human leaf, Fs 
Or fpread of feeble life a thinner fall. ar 
But needleſs monuments to wake the thought ; 5 
Life's gayeſt ſcenes ſpeak man's mortality; Th, 
Tho' in a ſtyle more florid, full as plain, 0 
Wi 

As mauſoleums, pyramids, and tombs. Ws 
What are our nobleſt ornaments, but Deaths N 
, . . 0 And 
Turn'd flatterers of life, m paint, or marble, Fac 


The well-ſtain'd canvas, or the featur'd ſtone ? = 

As 1 
Our fathers grace, or rather haunt, the ſcene ; 
Joy peoples her pavilion from the dead. 


% Profeſ7d diverſions! cannot theſe eſcape ?” His 

Far from it. Theſe preſent us with a ſhroud ; The 
And talk of death, like garlands o'er a grave. rer 
As ſome bold plunderers, for bury'd wealth, N Tho 
We ranſack tombs for paſtime ; from the duſt Bw. 
Call up the fleeping hero ; bid him tread That 
The ſcene for our amuſement: how like gods 0 D, 
We fit ; and, wrapt in immortality, Bw. 
Shed gen'rous tears on wretches born to die; "RI 


Their fate deploring, to forget or own / h 
What, all the pomps and triumphs of our lv, 
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But legacies in bloſſom? Our lean ſoil, 
Luxuriant grown, and rank in vanities, 
From friends interr'd beneath; a rich manure ! 
> Like other worims, we banquet on the dead: 
Like other worms, ſhall we crawl on, nor know 
Our preſent frailties, or approaching fate ? 
Lortxzo! ſuch the glories of the world! 
What is the world itſelf? Thy world ? A grave! 
Where is the duſt tliat has not been alive? 
The ſpade, the plough, diſturb our anceſtors; 
From human mould we reap our daily bread. 
The globe around earth's hollow ſurface ſhakes, 
And is the ceiling of her ſleeping ſons. 
O' er Devaſtation we blind revels keep ; 
Whole bury'd towns ſupport the dancer's heel. 
The 19i/t of human frame the ſun exhales ; 
Winds ſcatter, thro' the mighty void, the dry ; 
Earth repoſlefles part of what, ſhe gave, 
And the freed ſpirit mounts on wings of fire ; 
Each element partakes our ſcatter'd ſpoils ; 
As nature wide, our ruins ſpread : man's death 
Inhabits all things, but the thought of man. 

Nor man alone : his breathing buſt expires, 
His tomb is mortal; empires die. Where now 
The Roman 2 Greek ? they ſtalk, an empty name! 
Yet few regard them in this uſeful light; 
Tho' half our learning is their epitaph. 
When down thy vale, unlock'd by midnight thought, 
That loves to wander in thy ſunleſs realms, 
O Death I ſtretch my view; what viſions riſe ! 
What triumphs! toils imperial arts divine! 
In wither'd laurels, glide before my fight ? 
What lengths of far-fam'd ages, billow'd wap 
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With human agitation, roll along = 
In unſubſtantial images of air 
The melanchonly ghoſts of dead renown, 11 
Whiſp'ring faint echoes of the world's applauſe, 1E 
With penitential aſpect, as they paſs, = A 
All point at earth, and hiſs at human pride, = H 
The wiſdom of the w/e, and prancings of the great, = B 
But, O LokENZo | far the reſt above, = B: 
Of ghaſtly nature, and enormous ſize, Se 
One form aſſaults my ſight, and chills my blood, Er 
And ſhakes my frame. Of one departed wogld T] 
1 ſee the mighty ſhadow; o00zy wreath F | Tt 
And diſmal ſea-weed crown her; o'er her urn . 
Reclin'd, ſhe weeps her deſolated realms, £ 
And bloated ſons ; and, weeping, propheſies :. Ou 
Another's diflolution, ſoon, in flames : . Th 
But, like Cas sAN DRA, propheſies in vain; Sta 
In vain to many; not, I truſt, to thee. Hei 
For, know'ſt thou not, or art thou /oath to know, Mo 
The great decree, the counſel of the ſkies ? a Far 


Deluge and con flagration, dreadful powers! 
Prime miniſters of vengeance! chain'd in caves 
Diſtinct, apart the giant furies roar; 

Apart; or ſuch their horrid rage for ruin, 

In mutual conflict would they riſe, and wage 
Eternal war, till one was quite devour'd. 

But not for this ordain'd their boundleſs rage: 
When Heav'n's inferiour in{truments of wrath, 
ar, Famine, Peſtilence, are found too weak 
To ſcourge a world for her enormous crimes, 
Theſe are let looſe, alternate : down they ruſh, 
Swift and tempeſtuous, from th' eternal throne, 
With irreſiſtible commiſſion arm'd, 

„The world, in vain corrected, to deſtroy, 
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And eaſe creation of the ſhocking ſcene. 
Seeſt thou, LORENZO! what depends an man? 
The fate of Nature; as for man, her birth. 
* Earth's actors change Earth's tranſitory ſcenes, - 
3 And make creation groan with human guilt. 
> How muſt it groan, in a new deluge whelm'd, 
But not of waters! At the deſtin'd hour, 
By the loud trumpet ſummon'd to the charge, 
See, all the formidable ſons of fire, 
Eruptions, Earthquakes, Comets, Lightnings, play 
Their various engines; all at once diſgorge 
Their blazing magazines; and take, by ſtorm, 
This poor terreſtrial citadel of man, 
Amazing period ! when each mountain-height 
Out-burns Veſuvius,; rocks eternal pour 
Their melted maſs, as rivers once they pour'd ; 
Stars ruſh ; and final Run fiercely drives 
Her ploughſhare o'er creation !—while aloft, 
More than aſtoniſhment ! if more can be! 
Far other firmament than e'er was ſeen, 
Than e'er was thought by man! far other ars! 
Stars animate, that govern theſe of fire ; 
Far other 72 -A ſun, O how unlike 
The babe at Beth/e'm ! how unlike the man 
That groan'd on Ca/vary /—Yet He it is; 
That man of forrows! O how chang'd! what pomp! 
In grandeur terrible, all heav'n deſcends ! 
And gods, ambitious, triumph in his train. 
As monarchs grand, on coronation- days, 
| Omnipotence affects omni potence, 
| Wears all his glories, marſhals all his pow'rs, 
Their ſtate emblazes ! Deity exalts ! 132 
A ſwift archangel, with his golden wing, _ Re 
As blots and clouds, that darken and Up?” | 


. 
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The ſcene divine, ſweeps ſtars and ſuns aſide. Y * 
And now, all droſs remov'd, heav'n's own pure day, 8 V 
Full on the confines of our ether, flames : | b 
While (dreadful contraſt!) far, how far beneath ! 7 Fi 
Hell, burſting, belches forth her blazing ſeas, - 
And ſtorms ſulphureous ; her voracious jaws | 1 
Expanding wide, and roaring for her prey. | _ 
LoREN:ZzO! welcome to this ſcene; the laſt : wp 
In Nature's courſe ; the firſt in Wiſdom's thought: | = 
This ſtrikes, if aught can ſtrike thee ; this awakes Pr 
The moſt ſupine ; this ſnatches man from death. as 
Rouze, rouze, LORENZo | then, and follow me, * 
Where truth, the moſt momentous man can hear, 1 | 
Loud calls my ſoul, and ardour wings her flight. wa 
I find my inſpiration in my theme; Fo 
The grandeur of my ſubject is my muſe. = 
At midnight, when mankind is wrapt in peace, 15 
And worldly: Fancy feeds on golden dreams, a = 
To give more dread to man's moſt dreadful hour ; 14 
At midnight, tis preſum'd, this pomp will burſt | yo 
From tenfold darkneſs ; ſudden as the ſpark | 
f 5 He: 
From ſmitten ſteel ; from nitrous grain, the blaze. 41 
Man, ſtarting from his couch, ſhall ſleep no more ! | oy 
The day is broke, which never more ſhall cloſe! N 
Wh 
Above, around, beneath, amazement all ! WI 
Terrour and glory join'd in their extremes! | 
* Ref 
Our Gop in grandeur, and our wor/d on fire! The 
All Nature ſtruggling in tke pangs of death! F (ar 
Doſt thou not hear her? doſt thou not deplore e. 
Thi 
Her ſtrong convulſions, and her final groan ? 
| | g Aſk: 
Where are we zou? Ah me! the ground is gone Di 
On which we ſtood. LORENZ:zO! while thou may'ſt, * 


Provide more firm ſupport, or ſink for ever! 
Where ? Dow: ! from whence? Vain ok pak it is too late! 8 


* 


| 
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Where, where, for ſhelter, ſhall the guilty fly, 

When conſternation turns the good mun pale! 

; Great day! for which all other days were made; 
Por which Earth roſe from Chaos; Man from Earth ; 
And an Eternity, the date of gods, 

* Deſcended on poor earth-created man ! 
Great day of dread, deciſion, and deſpair ! 
At thought of thee, each ſublunary wiſh 
Lets go its eager grafp, and drops the world; 

And catches at each reed of hope in heav'n. 

At thought of thee !—And art thou ent then? 
LoRENZzO! no; 'tis here;—It is begun ;— 
Already is begun the grand aſſize, 

+ In thee, in all; deputed Conſcience ſcales 

The dread tribunal, and foreſtals our doom; 
Foreſtals, and, by foreſtalling, proves it ſure. 
Why on himſelf ſhould man 29/4 judgment paſs ? . 

Is idle Nature laughing at her ſons ? 

Who Conſcience ſent, her ſentence will ſupport, 

And GOD above aflert that Gop in man. 

Thrice happy they! that enter 7ow the court 

Heav'n opens in their boſoms: but how rare, 

Ah me! that magnanimity, how rare! 

What hero, like the man who ſtands himſelf ? 

Who dares to meet his naked heart alone: 

Who hears, intrepid, the full charge it brings, 
Reſolv'd to ſilence future murmurs there? 
The coward flies; and, flying, is undone. 

( Art thou a coward ?' No:) The coward flies; 

A Thinks, but thinks lightly ; aſks, bur fears to know 2 
= Aſks, „hat is Truth?“ with PiLaTE; and retires ; 
Diflolves the court, and mingles with the throng; 
Aſylum ſad! from reaſon, hope, and heav'n! 
Shall all, but man, look out with ardent eye, 
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For that great day, which was ordain'd for man? 
O day of Conſummation ! mark ſupreme 

(If men are wiſe) of human thought! nor leaſt, 
Or in the ſight of angels, or their KING! 
Angels, whoſe radiant circles, height o'er height, 
Order o'er order, riſing, blaze o'er blaze, 

As in a theatre, ſurround this ſcene, 

Intent on man, and anxious for his fate. 

Angels look out for thee; for thee, their LORD, 
To vindicate his glory ; and for thee, 

Creation univerſal calls aloud, 

To diſinvolve the moral world, and give 

To Nature's renovation brighter charms. 

Shall man alone, whoſe fate, whoſe final fate, 
Hangs on that hour, exclude it from his thought ? 
I think of nothing elſe; I ſee! I feel it! 

All Nature, like an earthquake, trembling round! 
All deities, like ſummer-ſwarms, on wing! 

All baſking in the full meridian blaze ! 

I ſee the Jup E enthron'd | the flaming guard! 
The volume open'd ! open'd ev'ry heart! 

A ſun-beam pointing out each ſecret thought! 
No patron ! interceſſor none! now paſt 

The ſweet, the clement, mediatorial hour ! 

For guilt no plea! to pain, no pauſe! no bound! 
Inexorable all and all extreme! | 

Nor man alone: the foe of Gop and man, 
From his dark den, blaſpheming, drags his chain, 
And rears his brazen front, with thunder ſcarr'd; 
- Receives his ſentence, and begins his hell. 

All vengeance paſt, now, ſeems abundant grace: 
Like meteors in a ſtormy ſky, how roll 

His baleful eyes! he curſes whom he dreads; 
And deems it the firſt moment of his fall, 
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'Tis preſent to my thought !—And yet where is it! ? 
Angels can't tell me; angels cannot gue/5 
The period; from created beings lock'd 
In darkneſs. But the proceſs, and the place, 
Are leſs obſcure; for theſe may nan inquire. 
Say, thou great cloſe of human hopes and fears 
Great key of hearts! great finiſher of fates ! 
Great end! and great beginning! ſay, where art thou 
Art thou in Time, or in Eternity? 
Nor in Eternity, nor Time, I find thee. 
Theſe, as two monarchs, on their borders meet, 
(Monarchs of all elaps'd, or unarriv'd!) 
As in debate, how beſt their pow'rs ally'd 
May ſwell the grandeur, or diſcharge the wrath, 
Of HIM, whom both their monarchies obey. 
Time, this vaſt fabrick for him built, (and doom'd 
With him to fall) zem burſting o'er his head; 
His lamp, the ſun, extinguiſth'd ; from beneath 
The frown of hideous darkneſs, cal his ſons 


From their long ſlumber ; from earth's heaving womb, 


To ſecond birth ; contemporary throng ! 


Rous'd at one call, upſtarting from one bed, 

Preſs'd in one croud, appall'd with one amaze, 

He turns them o'er, Eternity / to thee. * 
Then (as a king depos'd diſdains to live) 


He falls on his own ſcythe; nor falls alone; 


His greateſt foe falls with him; Time, and he 


Who murder'd all Time's offspring, Death, expire. 


TIME was! ETERNITY now reigns alone! 


q Awful Eternity! offended queen! 
And her reſentment to mankind, bow juſt ! ! 
Wich kind intent, ſoliciting acceſs, 


How often has ſhe knock'd at human hearts 
Rich to repay their hoſpitality, 
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How often call'd! and with the voice of Gop ! 
Yet bore repulſe, excluded as a cheat! 
A dream! while fouleſt foes found welcome there / 
A dream, a cheat, now, all things, but her ſmile. 
For, lo! her twice ten thouſand gates thrown wide, 
As thrice from Indus to the frozen pole, 
With banners, ſtreaming as. the comet's blaze, 
And clarions, louder than the deep in ſtorms, 
Sonorous, as immortal breath can blow, 
Pour forth their myriads, potentates, and pow'rs, 
Of light, of darkneſs; in a middle field, 
Wide as Creation! populous as wide! 
A neutral region! there to mark th' event 
Of that Great Drama, whoſe preceding ſcenes 
Detain'd them cloſe ſpectators, through a length 
'Of ages, ripening to this grand reſult ; 
Ages as yet unnumber'd, but by Gop ; 
Who now, pronouncing fentence, vindicates 
The rights of virtue, and his own renown. 
ETERNITY, the various ſentence paſs'd, 
Aſſigns the ſever'd throng diſtinct abodes, 
Sulphureous, or ambroſial. What enſues ? 
The deed. predominant ! the deed of deeds ! 
Wich makes a hell of hell, a heav'n of heay'n, 
The goddeſs, with determin'd aſpect, turns 
Her adamantine key's enormous ſize 
Through Deſtiny's inextricable wards, 
Deep driving ev'ry bolt, on both their fates; 
Then, from the cryſtal battlements of hcav'n, 
Down, down, ſhe hurls it through the dark profound, 
Ten thouſand thouſand fathom ; there to ruſt, 
And ne'er unlock her reſolution more. 
The deep reſounds, and' hell, through all her bone 
Returns, in groans, the melancholy roar. 
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O how unlike the chorus of the ſkies ! 
O how unlike thoſe ſhouts of joy, that ſhake 
The whole ethereal! how the concave rings 
Nor ſtrange ! when deities their voice exalt; 
And louder far, than when Creation roſe, 

To ſee Creation's godlike aim, and end, 

So well accompliſh'd! fo divinely clos'd! 

To ſee the mighty Dramatiſt's laſt act 

(As meet) in glory riſing o'er the reſt, 

No fancy'd Gor, a GOD indeed deſcends, 

To ſolve all knots; to ſtrike the moral home; 
To throw full day on darkeſt ſcenes of Time; 
To clear, commend, exalt, and crown the whole. 
Hence, in one peal of loud, eternal praiſe, 
The charm'd ſpectators thunder their applauſe ; 


And the vaſt void beyond, applauſe reſounds. 
WHAT THEN Au I1!— 


Amidſt applauding worlds, 
And worlds celeſtial, is there found on earth, 
A peeviſh, diſſonant, rebellious ſtring, 
Which jars in the grand chorus, and complains 2 
Cenſure on thee, LORENZO! I ſuſpend, 
And turn it on my/e/f ; how greatly due! 
All, all is right, by Gop ordain'd or done; &@ 
And who but Gop, reſum'd the friends he gave ? 
And have I been complaining, then, ſo long? 
Complaining of his favours ; Pain, and Death? 
Who, without Pain's advice, would e'er be good ? 
Who, without Death, but would be good in vain ? 
Pain is to ſave from pain ; all puniſhment, : 
To make for peace; and death to ſave from death; 
And ſecond death, to guard immortal life; 
To rouze the careleſs, the preſumptuous awe, 
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And turn the tide of ſouls another way ; 
By the ſame tenderneſs divine ordain'd, 
That planted, Eden, and high-bloom'd for man, 
A fairer Eden, endleſs, in the ſkies. 
Heav'n gives us friends to bleſs the preſent ſcene ; 
Reſumes them, to prepare us for the ext. 
All evils natural are moral goods; 


All diſcipline, indulgence, on the whole. 
None are unhappy ; all have cauſe to ſmile, 
But ſuch as to themſelves that cauſe deny. 
Our faults are at the bottom of our pairs z 
Errour, in act, or judgment, is the ſource 
Of endleſs ſighs: we in, or we miſtake, 

And Nature tax, when falſe Opinion ſtings. 
Let impious grief be baniſh'd, joy indulg'd ; 
But chiefly hen, when grief puts in her claim. 
Joy from the joyous, frequently betrays, 

Oft lives in vanity, and dies in wo. 

Joy, amidſt i{ls, corroborates, exalts; 

'Tis joy, and conquelt ; joy, and virtue too. 
A noble fortitude in z//s delights 
Heav'n, earth, ourſelves; 'tis duty, glory, peace. 
Afliidion is the good man's ſhining ſcene ; 
Proffgerity conceals his brighteſt ray; 

As night to ſtars, wo luſtre gives to man. 
Heroes in battles, pilots in the ſtorm, 

And virtue in calamities admire. 

The crown of manhood is a winter-joy ; 

An ever-green, that ſtands the 70r:hern blaſt, 
And blofioms in the rigour of our fate. 

Tis a prime part of happineſs, to know 
How much unhappineſs 7ſt prove our lot; 
A part which few poſſeſs! I'll pay life's tax, 
Without one rebel murmur, from this hour, 
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Who thinks it is, ſhall never be a god. 
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Nor think it miſery to be a an; 


Some ills we wiſh for, when we with to live. 
What ſpoke proud Paſſion ? ** * Wiſh my being loſt!“ 
Preſumptuous ! blaſphemous! abſurd ! and falſe! 
The triumph of my ſoul is,—that-I am; 
And therefore that I may be—What? LORENZzO! 
Look inward, and look deep; and deeper {till ; 
Unfathomably deep our treaſure runs 
In golden veins, through all eternity! 
Ages, and ages, and ſucceeding {till 
New ages, where this phantom of an hour, 
Which courts, each night, dull flumber for repair, 
Shall wake, and wonder, and exult, and praiſe, 
And fly through infinite, and all unlock; 
And (if deſerv'd) by heav'n's redundant love, 
Made half-adorable itſelf, adore; 
And find, in adoration, endleſs joy! 
Where thou, not maſter of a moment Here, 
Frail as the flow'r, and fleeting as the gale, 
Mayſt boaſt a whe/e eternity, enrich'd 
With all a ld Omnipotence can pour. 
Since ADaw fell, no mortal, uninſpir'd, 
Has ever yet conceiv'd, or ever ſhall, 
How kind is GOD, how great (if good) is Maw. 
No man too largely from Heav'n's love can hope, 
If what is hop'd he labours to /ecure. 

Ills ? There are none: 4//-Gracious! none from thee ; : 
From man full many! Num'rous is the race 
Of blackeſt ills, and thoſe immortal too, 
Begot by Madueſs on fair Liberty ; | 
Heay'n's daughter, hell-debauch'd ! her hand alone 

X 2 

* Referring to the fart night. 
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VUnlocks deſtruction to the ſons of men, 

Faſt barr'd by thine ; high-wall'd with adamant, 
Guarded with terrours reaching to this world, = * 
And cover'd with the thunders of thy law ; | J 4 


Whoſe threats are mercies; whoſe injunctions, guides, 0 
Aſſiſting, not reſtraining, Reaſon's choice; 4 = 
Whoſe ſanctions, Anavoidable reſults 1 7 
From Nature's courſe indulgently reveal'd; 11 
If unreveal'd, more dang'rous, not leſs ſure. 1 
Thus, an indulgent father warns his ſons, I. 
4% Do this; Fly that,” — nor always tells the cauſe; 0 
Pleas'd to reward, as duty to his will, A. 
And conduct needful to their own repoſe. 
Great Gop of wonders! (if, thy /ove ſurvey'd, I. 
Aught elſe the name of wonderful retains), Cc 
What rocks are theſe, on which to build our truſt ? Ar 
Thy ways admit no blemiſh ; none I find; Ste 
Or this alone“ That none is to be found.” . 
Not one, to ſoften Cenſure's hardy crime; W. 
Not one, to palliate peeviſh Grief 's Comprarnrt, W. 
Who, like a demon, murmuring from the duſt, Or 
Dares into judgment call her Judge.— Su PpREME! Inh 
For ll I bleſs thee; moſt for the /evere ; = Re: 
Her death—my own at hand—the fiery gulph, Ma 
That flaming bound of wrath omnipotent ! Til. 
It thunders; — but it thunders to preſerve; By 
It ſtrengthens what it ſtrikes; its wholeſome dread E Suc/ 
Averts the dreaded pain; its hideous groans Nor 
Join heav'n's ſweet hallelujahs in 2% praiſe, My, 
Great Source of good alone / how kind in all! The 
In vengeance, kind! Pain, Death, Gehenna, SAVE. And 
Thus, in thy world material, mighty Mind! .. '- 
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Not that alone which /o/aces, and ſhines, 
* The rough and g/oomy, challenges our praiſe. 
The winter is as needful as the ſpring ; 
| MW The thunder, as the ſun; a {tagnate maſs 

Of vapours breed a peſtilential air; 
q : Nor more propitious the Favonian breeze 
F: To Nature's health, than purifying ſtorms 
The dreadful YVo/cano miniſters to good. 
Its ſmother'd flames might andermine the world. 
Loud Ætuas fulminate in love to man; 
Comets good omens are, when duly ſcann'd; 
And, in their uſe, eclipſes learn to ſhine. 

Man is reſponſible for / receiv'd ; 

Thoſe we call wretched are a choſen band, 
Compell'd to refuge in the igt, for peace. 
Amid my liſt of bleſſings infinite, 
Stand this the foremoſt, © That my heart has bled.” 
'Tis Heav'n's laſt effort of good-will to man; 
When Paiz can't bleſs, Heav'n quits us in deſpair. 
Who fails to grieve, when. juſt occaſion calls, 
Or grieves too much, deſerves not to be bleſs d; 
Inhuman, or effeminate, his heart; 
Reaſon abſolves the grief which Reaſoz2 ends. 
May heav'n ne'er truſt my friend with happineſs, 
Till it has taught him how to bear it well, * 
By previous pain; and made it /afe to nile! 
Such ſmiles are mine, and /uch may they remain; 
Nor hazard their extinction, from exceſs. : 
My change of heart a change of //z/e demands; 
The Consoration cancels the COMPLAINT, 
And makes a convert of my guilty ſong. | 

As when o'er-labour'd, and inclin'd to breathe, * 
A panting traveller, ſome riling ground, 
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Some ſmall aſcent, has gain'd, he turns him round, 
And meaſures with his eye the various vale, 
The fields, woods, meads, and rivers he has paſs'd; 
And, ſatiate of his journey, thinks of home, 
End-ar'd by diſtance; nor affects more toil : 
Thus I, though ſmall, indeed, is that aſcent 
The muſe has gain'd, review the paths ſhe trod; 
Various, extenſive, beaten but by few ; 
And, conſcious of her prudence in repoſe, 
Pauſe; and with pleaſure meditate an end, 
Though ſtill remote ; ſo fruitful is my theme. 
Through many a field of moral, and divine, 
The muſe has ſtray'd; and much of /5rrow ſeen, 
In human ways; and much of fa//? and vain ; 
Which none, who travel this bad road, can miſs. 
O'er friends deceas'd full heartily ſhe wept ; 
Of love divine the wonders ſhe diſplay'd; 
Prov'd man immortal; ſhew'd the ſource of joy ; 
The grand tribunal rais'd ; afſign'd the bounds 
Of human grief; in few, to cloſe the whole, 
The moral muſe has ſhadow'd out a ſketch, 
Though not in form, nor with a Rar HAEL ſtroke, 
Of moſt our weaknefs needs believe, or do, 
In this our land of travel, and of hope, 
For peace on earth, or proſpect of the tes. 


What then remains? Much! much a mighty debt i 
To be diſcharg'd. Theſe thoughts, O Night / are tlie; ; 


From thee they came, like lovers ſecret ſighs, 

M hile others flept. So, CyxTH41a, (poets feign) 
In ſhadows veil'd, ſofi-fliding from her ſphere, 
Her ſhepherd cheer'd ; of her enamour'd leſs, 
Than Jof thee. And art thou {till unſung, 


Beneuth whoſe brow, and by whoſe aid, 1 ſing? 
pumortal Silence Where ſhall 1 begin! 


The more our ſpirits are enlarg'd on earth, 


Tix CONSOLATION. 257 


Where end? or how ſteal muſick from the ſpheres, 

To ſooth their goddeſs ? 

: O majeſtick Nicur ! 

Nature's great anceſtor | Day's elder-born ! 

And fated to ſurvive the tranſient ſun ! 

By mortals, and immortals, ſeen with awe [ 

A ſtarry crown thy raven-brow adorns ; 

An azure zone, thy waiſt; clouds, in heav'n's loom 

Wrought through varieties of ſhape and ſhade, 

In ample folds of drapery divine, 

Thy flowing mantle form, and heav'n throughout, 

Voluminouſly pour thy pompous train. 

Thy gloomy grandeurs (Nature's moſt auguſt, 

Inſpiring aſpe& !) claim a grateful verſe ; 

And, like a ſable curtain ſtarr'd with gold, 

Drawn o'er my labours paſt, ſhall cloſe the ſcene. 
And what, O man! ſo worthy to be ſung ? 

What more prepares us for the fongs of heay'n! 

Creation of archangels is the theme ! 

What, to be ſung, ſo needful? what ſo well 

Celeſtial joys prepare us to ſuſtain ? 

The ſoul of man, HIS face deſign'd to ſee, 

Who gave theſe wonders to be ſeen by man, 

Has here a previous ſcene of objects great, 

On which to dwell; to ſtretch to that expanſe 

Of thought ; to riſe to that exalted height 

Of admiration ; to contract that awe, 

And give her whole capacities that ſtrength, 

Which beſt may qualify for fal joy. 


The deeper draught ſhall they receive of Heav'n. 

Heav'n's KN! whoſe face unveil'd conſummates 
Redundant bliſs! which fills that mighty void Ibliſs; 
The whole creation leaves in human hearts! | 


— 


Thou, who didſt touch the lip of IESsSE's Son, 
Wrapt in ſweet contemplation of theſe fires, 
And ſet his harp in concert with the ſpheres ! 
While of thy works wateria/ the ſupreme 

I dare attempt, aſſiſt my daring ſong ; 

Looſe me from earth's incloſure, from the /7x's 
Contracted circle ſet my heart at large; 
Eliminate my ſpirit, give it range 

Through provinces of thought yet unexplor'd ; 
Teach me, by this ſtupendous ſcaffolding, 
Creation's golden ſteps, to climb to THEE. 
Teach me with Art great Nature to controul, 
And ſpread a luſtre o'er the ſhades of N;ghr. 
Feel i thy kind aſſent? and ſhall the / 

Be ſeen at midnight, riſing in my ſong ? 


LokEN zol come, and warm thee: thou, whoſe heart; 


Whole itt le heart, is moor'd within a nook 
Of this obſcure terreſtrial, anchor weigh. 
Another ocean calls, a 2er port; 

I am thy pilot, I thy proſperous gale. 

Gainful thy voyage through yon azure main; 
Main, without tempeſt, pirate, rock, or ſhore; 
And whence thou mayſt import eternal wealth; 
And leave to beggar'd minds the pear/ and gold. 
Thy travels doit thou boaſt o'er foreign realms ? 
Thou ſtranger to the world thy tour begin; 
Thy tour through Nature's univerſal orb. 
Nature delineates her whole chart at large, 

On ſoaring ſouls, that ſail among the ſpheres; 
And man how purblind, if unknown the whole ? 
Who. circles ſpacious earth, then travels here. 
Shall own, he never was from home before 


Come, my PRoMETHEvs, from thy pointed rock 


* Night the Eighth. 
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= Of falſe ambition, if unchain'd, we'll mount; 
= We'll, innocently, ſteal celeſtial fire, 
And kindle our devotion at the „ar,; 
A theft that ſhall not chain, but ſet thee free. 
Above our atmoſphere's inteſtine wars, 
Rain's fountain-head, the magazine of hail; 
Above the northern neſts of feather'd ſnows, 
The brew of thunders, and the flaming forge 
* That forms the crooked lightning; bove the caves 
Where infant tempeſts wait their growing wings, 
And tune their tender voice to that roar, 
Which ſoon, perhaps, ſhall ſhake a guilty world ; 
Above miſconſtru'd omens of the ſky, 
Far-travell'd comets calculated blaze, 
Elance thy thought, and think of hre than mar. 
Thy foul, till now, contracted, wither'd, ſhrunk, 
Blighted by blaſts of earth's unwholefome air, 
Will bloſſom here ; ſpread all her faculties 
To thoſe bright ardours; ev'ry power unfold, 
And riſe into ſublimities of thought. 
Stars teach, as well as /hize. At Nature's birth, 
Thus their commiſſion ran“ Be kind to man.“ 
Where art thou, poor benighted traveller! 
The ſtars will light thee; tho the 92007 ſhould fail. 
Where art thou, more benighted! more aſtray! 
In ways immoral ? the ſtars call thee back; 
And, if obey'd their counſel, ſet thee riglit. 
Where art thou, Virtue-militant! the ſtars 
Are thine allies, all liſted on thy fide : 75 
By thouſands, and ten thouſands, they advance 
Their briglit battalions, in fair Virtue's cauſe; | 
And keep ſtrict watch, and nightly light their ! 
Fires of alarm, to warn thee of the foe; | 
The foe chat claims theſe regions as 547 own | 
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Uſurper bold! high-ſtyl'd, The prince of air / 
Beneath Night's awful banner, let us draw. 
Sidereal Wiſdom's formidable ſword, 
And ſend him headlong to far ether flames. 
MichAkr's alone, the ſword his mighty arm 
Pluck'd from the golden column in the mount, 
The mount celeſtial, where the fons of Gop 
Hang up heav'n's vengeance far above the ſtars, 
Above the Sagittary's humble bow; 
Could give the ſwarthy demon deeper wound. 
And was there need of ampler field than 2/17, 
When giant-angels giant angels met, 
In fiery conflict, and outrageous ſtorm, 
To controvert the ſceptre of the ſkies ? 
This proſpect vaſt, what is it ?—weigh'd aright, 
»Tis Nature's ſyſtem of divinity, 
And ey'ry ſtudent of the z/ght inſpires, 
»Tis e/der ſcripture, writ by Gop's own hand; 
Scripture authentick ! uncorrupt by man. 
LoaEN:ZO! with my radius (the rich gift 
Of thought noEurnal |) 1'il point out to thee 
its various leſſons; ſome that may ſurpriſe 
An unadept in myſteries of NIS 
Little, perhaps, expected in her ſchoo], 
Nor thought to grow on planet, or on ſtar. 
Bulls, lions, ſcorpions, monſters here we feign; 
Ourſelves more monſtrous, not to ſee what here 
Exiſts indeed ;—a lecture to mankind, 


What read we here 2—th' exiſtence of a Gop !?— 


Yes; and of other beings, man above ; 

Natives of ether! ſons of higher climes ! 
Immortal light! that govern theſe of fire! 

And, what may move LoRENZzo's wonder more. 


_ ETERNITY is written in the ſkies. 
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And whoſe eternity? —Lox ENZO! thine ; 
. Man lind's eternity. Nor Faith alone, 
1 Virtue grows here; here ſprings the ſov'reign cure 

Of almoſt ev'ry vice; but chiefly thine ; 
Wrath, lms Ambition, and impure deſire. 
Doſt aſk— Why call I thee at this late hour, 
% Which all-wiſe Nature deſtin'd to repoſe? 
Yes, and to fit us for repoſe more ſweet 
Than down can yu; or man on earth enjoy: 

Own a/l-wiſe Nature wiſer ſtill in this. 

* LokENzZo ! thou canſt wake at midnight too, 
Tho' not on morals bent: Ambition, Pleaſure . 
Thoſe tyrants I for thee ſo * lately fought, 
Afford their harraſs'd ſlaves but ſlender reſt. 

Thau, to whom midnight is izzmoral noon. 

And the ſun's noon-tide blaze, prime dawn of day; 

Not by thy climate, but capricious crime, 
Commencing one of our antipodes / 

In thy nocturnal rove, one moment halt, 

"Twixt ſtage and ſtage, of riot, and cabal; 

And lift thine eyes (if bold an eye to lift, 

If bold to meet the face of injur'd Heav'n) 

To yonder ſtars : for other ends they ſhine, 
Than to light travellers from ſhame to ſhame, 
And, thus, be made accomplices in guilt. 

Why from yon arch, that infinite of ſpace, 

With infinite of lucid orbs replete, 

Which ſet the living firmament on fire, 

At the firſt glance, in ſuch an overwhelm 

Of wonderful, on man's aſtoniſh'd ſight, 

Naſhes OuxiPOTENOE ?—to curb our pride ; 

Dur reaſon rouſe, and lead it to that pow'r, 

hoſe love lets down theſe ſilver chains of liche, . 


— 
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To draw up man's ambition to himſelf, 
And bind our chaſte affetions to his throne. 
Thus the three virtues, leaſt alive on earth, 1 
And welcom'd on heav'n's coaſt with moſt applauſe, 
An humble, pure, and heav'nly-minded heart, 

Are here inſpir'd : and canſt thou gaze too long ? 


Nor ſtands thy wrath depriv'd of its reproof, 
Or unupbraided by this radiant choir. 4 
The planets of each ſyſtem repreſent 1 
Kind neighbours ; mutual amity prevails ; F: 
Sweet interchange of rays, receiv'd, return'd ; | > 
Enlight'ning, and enlighten'd! all, at once, Tt 
Attracting, and attracted ! patriot-like, A 
None fins againſt the welfare of the whole; 

But their reciprocal, unſelſiſh aid, M 
Affords an emblem of u⁰llennial love. (5 
Nothing in nature, much leſs conſcious being, 1 
Was e'er created ſolely for itſelf : * 
Thus man his fov”reign duty learns in this T] 
Material picture of benevolence. 1 
And know, of all our ſupercilious race, . 
Thou moſt inflammable!] thou waſp of man! = By 
Man's angry heart, inpected, would be found Fo: 
As rightly ſet, as are the ſtarry ſpheres ; In 
*Tis Nature's ſtructure, broke by ſtubborn ui, On: 
Breeds all that unceleſtial diſcord here. An 
Wilt thou not feel the bias Nature gave? Ho 
Canſt thou deſcend from converſe with the ſkies, = Oy 
And ſeize thy brother's throat? for what—a clod, Fro 
An inch of earth? the planets cry, “ Forbear.“ Stre 
They chace our double darkneſs; Nature's gloom, Nor 


And (kinder {till !) our intellectual night. 
And ſee, Day's amiable ſiſter ſends 


Her invitation, in the ſofteſt rays 
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Of mitigated luſtre; courts thy ſight, 
Which ſuffers from her tyrant-brother's blaze. 
* Night grants thee the full freedom of the ſkies, 
Nor rudely reprimands thy lifted eye ; 
With gain, and joy, ſhe bribes thee to be wiſe. 
Night opes the nobleſt ſcenes, and ſhades an awes 
Which gives thoſe venerable ſcenes full weight, 
And deep reception, in th' intender'd heart; 
While light peeps thro' the darkneſs, like a ſpy ; 
And darkneſs ſhews its grandeur by the light. 
Nor is the profit greater than the joy 
If human hearts at glorious objects glow, 
And admiration can inſpire delight. 

What ſpeak J more, than I, this moment, feel? 
With pleaſing ſtupor firſt the ſoul is ſtruck, 
(Stupor ordain'd to make her truly wiſe !) 
Then into tranſport ſtarting from her trance, 
With love, and admiration, how ſhe glows ! 
This gorgeous apparatus! this diſplay ! 

Tius oftentation of creative power! 

This theatre !—what eye can take it in? 

By what divine inchantment was it rais'd, 
For minds of the firſt magnitude to launch 
In endleſs ſpeculation, and adore ? 

Cue ſun by day, by night ten th0u/ar:d ſhine ; 
And light us deep into the DEITV, 

How boundleſs in magnificence and might! 
O what a confluence of ethereal fires, 
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d, From urns unnumber'd, down the ſteep of heav'n, 
Streams to a point, and centres in my fight ! 
* Nor tarries there ; I feel it at my heart. 


My heart, at once, it humbles, and exalts ; 
Lays it in duſt, and calls it to the ſkies, 
ot 4 
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Who ſees it unexalted, and unaw'd ? 

| - Who ſees it, and can ſtop at what is ſeen ? 
Material offspring of Ou x IPOTExNCE! 
Inanimate, all-animating birth ! 

Work worthy im who made it! worthy praiſe! 
All praiſe! praiſe nere than human! nor deny'd 
Thy praiſe divine But tho' man, drown'd in ſleep 
With-holds his homage, not dne I wake: f 
Bright legions ſwarm unſeen, and ſing, unheard 
By mortal ear, the glorious Architect, 

In this his univerſal temple, hung 

With luſtres, with innumerable lights, 

That ſhed religion on the ſoul; at once, 

The temple, and the preacher! O how loud 

It calls devotion! genuine growth of Night / 
Devotion? daughter of aſtronomy ! 

An m:devout aſtronomer is mad. 

True; all things ſpeak a Gop; but, in the ſmall, 
Men trace out him ; in great, he ſeizes man; 
Seizes, and elevates, and raps, and fills 

With new inquiries, *mid affociates new. 

Tell me, ye ſtars! ye planets ! tell me, all 

Ye ſtarr'd and planeted inhabitants! what is it? 
What are theſe ſons of wonder? Say, proud arch 
(Within whoſe azure palaces they dwell) 

Built with divine ambition! in diſdain 

Of limit built! built in the taſte of heav'n! 

Vaſt concave ! ample dome ! waſt thou deſign'd 
A meet appartment for the DerTy ?— 

Not ſo : that thought alone thy ſtate impairs, 
Thy /ofty finks, and ſhallows thy profonnd, 

And ſtreightens thy diffuſive ; dwarfs the whole, 
And makes an univerſe an «rrery. 

But when I drop mine cye, and look on man, 
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Thy right regain'd, thy grandeur 1s reſtor'd, 

O Nature! wide flies off the expanding round. 
As when whole magazines, at once, are fir d, 
The ſmitten air is hollow'd by the blow ; 

The vaſt diſploſion diſſipates the clouds; 

Shock'd ether's billows daſh the diſtant ſkies; 
Thus (but far more) th' expanding round flies off, 
And leaves a mighty void, a ſpacious womb, 
Might teem with new creation ; reinflam'd 

Thy luminaries triumph, and aſſume 

Divinity themſelves. Nor was it ſtrange, 

Matter high-wrought to ſach ſurpriſing pomp, 
Such godlike glory, ſtole the ſtyle of gods, 

From ages dark, obtuſe, and ſteep'd in ſenſe: 
For, fare, to /ex/e, they truly are divine, 

And half abſolv'd idolatry from guilt ; 

Nay, turn'd it into virtue. Such it was 

In thoſe who put forth all they had of a7 
Unloft, to lift their thought, nor mounted higher; 
But, weak of wing, on planets perch'd; and thought 
What was their higheſt, muſt be their ador'd. 

But they how weak, who could no higher mount? 
And are there, then, LoxENzo! thoſe, to whom 
Unſeen, and unexiſtent, are the ſame ? 

And if incomprehenſible is join'd, | 

Who dare pronounce it madueſs, to believe? 

Why has the mighty Bult pER thrown aſide 

All meaſure in his work; ſtretch'd out his line 

So far, and ſpread amazement o'er the whole ? 
Then (as he took delight in wide extremes), 

Deep in the boſom of his univerſe, 

Dropt down that reaſoning mite, that inſet, man, 
To crawl, and gaze, and wonder at the ſcene !— 
Y 2 
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That man might ne'er preſume to plead amazement 


For diſbelief of wonders in Hine. 

Shall Gop be leſs miraculous, than what 

His hand has form'd ? ſhall myſteries deſcend 
From aumyſterious? things more elevate, 

Be more familiar ? uncreated lie 

More obvious than created, to the graſp 

Of human thought? the more of wonderful 
Is heard in 5/72, the more we ſhould aſſent. 

Could we conceive im, Gor he could not be; 
Or he not Gop, or we could not be e . 

A Gop alone can comprehend a Gor. 

Man's diſtance how immenſe ? On /#ch a theme, 
Know this, Loxtxzo! (ſeem it ne'er ſo ſtrange) 
Nothing can /.z/:fy, but what confounds ; 
Nothing, but what aſloniſhes, is true. 

The ſcene thou ſeeſt atteſts the truth I ſing, 

And ev'ry ftar ſheds light upon thy creed. 
Theſe-{tars, this furniture, this coſt of heav'n, 
If but reported, thou hadſt ne'er beliey'd ; 

But thine eye tells thee, the romance is true. 
The grand of Nature is th' Almighty's oath, 

In Reaſen's court, to ſilence Vubelief. 

How my mind, op'ning at the ſcene, imbibes 
The moral emanations of the ſkies, 

While nought, perhaps, LoRENnzo leſs admires ! 
Has the great Sov'reign ſent ten thouſand worlds 
To tell us, He reſides above them all, 

In glory's unapproachable receſs ? 

And dare £arth's bold inhabitants deny 

The ſumptuous, the magnifick embaſſy 

A moment's audience ? turn we, nor will hear 


From whom they come, or what they would impart 


For man's emolument ; ſole cauſe that ſtoops 
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Their grandeur to man's eye? LoREN ZO! rouſe; 
Let thought, awaken'd, take the light'ning's wing, 
And glance from eaſt to welt, from pole to pole. 
Who ſees, but is confounded, or convinc'd ? 
Renounces Reaſen, or a GoD adores ? 
Mankind was ſent into the world to /ee - 
Sight gives the ſcience needful to their peace 
That obvious ſcience aſks /5za// learning's aid. 
Wouldſt thou on metaphyſick pinions ſoar ? 
Or wound thy patience amid logick thorns ? 
Or travel hiſtory's enormous round ? 
Nature no ſuch hard taſk injoins: ſhe gave 
A make to man directive of his thought; 
A make ſet upright, pointing to the ſtars, 
As who ſhould ſay, © Read thy chief leflon there.“ 
Too late to read this manuſcript of heav'n, 
When, like a parchment-ſcroll, ſhrank up by flames, 
It folds LoxEnzo's leſſon from his light. 

Leſſon how various! Not the Gop alone, 
I fee his m2#7i/ters ; I ſec, diffus'd 
In radiant orders, eſſences ſublime, 
Of various offices, of various plume, 
In heav'nly liveries, diſtinctly, clad, 
Azure, green, purple, peart, or downy gold, 
Or all commix'd; they ſtand, with wings outſpread, 
Liſt'ning to catch the Maſter's leaſt command, 
And fly thro' Nature, ere the moment ends; 
Numbers innumerable Well conceiv'd 
By Pagan; and by Chriſtian ! o' er each ſphere 
Preſides an angel, to direct its courſe, 
And feed, or fan, its flames; or to diſcharge 
Other high truſt unknown. For who can ſee 
| Such pomp of matter, and imagine, iz, 
413 
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For which alone inanimate was made, 

Mare ſparingly diſpens'd ? that nobler Son, 
Far liker the great SIRE ! is thus the ſkies 
Inform us of ſaperiours numberleſs, 

As much, in excellence, above mankind, 

As above earth, in magnitude, the ſpheres. 
Theſe, as a cloud of witnefles, hang o'er us ; 
In a throng'd theatre are all our deeds; 
Perhaps, a thouſand demi-gods deſcend 

On ev'ry beam we ſee, to walk with men. 
Awful reflection! ſtrong reſtraint from ill! 

Yet, here our virtue finds {till ſtronger aid 
From theſe ethereal glories ſenſe ſurveys. 
Something, like magick, ſtrikes from this blue vault; 
With juſt attention is it view'd? we feel 
A ſudden ſuccour, unimplor'd, unthought ; 

Nature herſelf does half the work of mar. 

Seas, rivers, mountains, foreſts, deſerts, rocks, 

The promontory's height, the depth profound 

Of ſubterranean, excavatad grats, 

Black-brow'd, and vaulted high, and yawning wide 
From Nature's ſtructure, or the ſcoop of T ime ; 

If ample of dimenſion, vaſt of ſize, | 
Ev'n theſæ an aggrandizing impulſe give; 

Of Colemn thought enthuſiaſtick heights 

Ev'n theſe infuſe. —But what of vaſt in hee? 
Nothing :—or we muſt own the ſkies forgot. 

Much leſs in art. — Vain Art thou pigmy pow'r ! 
How doſt thou ſwell, and ſtrut, with human pride, 
To ſhew thy littleneſs! what childiſh toys, 
Thy wat'ry columns ſquirted to the clouds ! 
Thy baſon'd rivers, and impriſon'd ſeas ! 
'Thy mountains moulded into forms of men ! 


Thy hundred gated capitals “ or rhoſe 
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Where + thres days travel left as much to ride; 
Y Gazing on miracles by mortals wrought, 
; * Arches triumphal, theatres immenſe, 
Or nodding gardens pendent in mid-air ! 
Or temples proud to meet their gods half-way ! 
Yet theſe affect. us in no common kind. 
What then the force of ſuch ſuperiour ſcenes! 
Enter a temple, it will {trike an awe : 
What awe from this the DEIT V has built! 
A good man ſeen, tho' ſilent, counſel gives: 
The touch'd ſpectator wiſhes to be wile : 
In a bright mirror his own hands have made, 
Here we ſee ſomething like the face of Gop. 
Seems it not then enough, to ſay, Lorenzo! 
To man abandon'd, © Haſt thou ſeen the ſkies 3"? 
And yet, ſo thwarted Nature's kind defign 
By daring man, he makes her ſacred awe 
(That guard from ill) his ſhelter, his temptation 
To more than common guilt, and quite inverts 
Celeſtial Art's intent. The trembling ſtars 
See crimes gigantick, ſtalking thro” the gloom 
With front erec:, that hide their head by day, 
Aud making night ſtill darker by their deeds. 
| Slumb'ring in covert, till the ſhades deſcend, 
Kapine, and murder, link'd, now prowl for prey. 
The miſer earths his treaſure; and the thief, 
Watching the mole, half beggars him ere morn. 
Now þ/ots, and foul conſpiracies, awake; 
And, muſiling up their horrours from the moon. 
Havock and devaſtation they prepare, 
ind kingdoms tott'ring in the field of blood. 
Now ſons of riot in mid-revel rage. 3:2 
hat ſhall I do lere it? or proclaim? 
by /eeps the thunder ? now, Lozzxzo ! no-W'²ñ' 
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His beſt friend's couch the rank adulterer 
Aſcends ſecure; and laughs at gods and men. 
Prepoſterous madmen, void of fear or ſhame, 


Lay their crimes bare to theſe chaſte eyes of heav'n; 


Yet ſhrink, and ſhndder, at a mortal's ſight. 
Were moon, and ſtars, for villains o made? 
To guide, yet ſcreen them, with tenebrious light? 
No; they were made to faſhion the ſublime 

Of human hearts, and wz/er make the w/e, 


Thoſe ends were an{wer'd once; when mortals liy'd 


Of ſtronger wing, of aquiline aſcent, 

In theory ſublime. O how unlike 

Thoſe vermin of the night, this moment ſung, 
Who crawl on earth, and on her venom feed ! 
Thoſe ancient ſages, human ſtars they met 

Their brothers of the ies, at midnight hour; 
Their counſel aſk'd ; and, what they afk'd, obey'd, 
The STaGYkIrE, and P:.ato, he who drank 
The poiſon'd bowl, and he of Tu/culum, 

With him of Corduba, (immortal names!) 

In theſe unbounded, and Y tan, walks, 

An area, fit for gods, and godlike men, 

They took their nightly round, thro' radiant paths 
By Seraphs trod inſtructed, chiefly thus, 

To tread in their bright footſteps here below ; 

To walk in worth {till brighter than the ſkics, 
There, they contracted their contempt of earth ; 
Of hopes eternal kindled, there, the fire; 


There, as in near approach, they glow'd, and grew 


(Great viſitants') more intimate with Gop, 
More worth to men, more joyous to them/e/ves. 
Thro' various virtues, they, with ardour, ran 
The Zodiack of their learn'd, illuſtrious lives, 
In Chriſtian hearts, O for a Fagan zeal ! 
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A needful, but opprobrious pray'r | as much 

Our ardour leſs, as greater is our /ight. 

How monſtrous this in -29rta/s { ſcarce more ſtrange 

Would this phenomenon in nature ſtrike, 

A ſun that froze us, or a ſlar that warm'd. 

What taught theſe heroes of the moral world ? 

To theſe thou giv'lt thy praiſe, give credit too. 

Theſe doors ne'er were penſion'd to deceive thee ; 

And Pagaz tutors are thy taſte. — They taught, 

That narrow views betray to miſery : 

That wiſe it is to comprehend the whole : 

That Virtue roſe from Nature, ponder'd well, 

The ſingle baſe of virtue built to heav'n : 

That Gop, and Nature, our attention claim: 

That Nature is the glaſs reflecting Gop, 

As, by the /e, reflected is the /z7, 

Too glorious to be gaz'd on in his ſphere : 

That mind immortal loves tuimortal aims: 

That boundleſs mind affects a baundleſs ſpace : 

That vaſt ſurveys, and the ſublime of things, 

The ſoul aſſimilate, and make her great: 

That, therefore, heav'n her glories, as a fund 

Of inſpiration, thus ſpreads out to man. 

Such are their doctrines ; /77c5 the nig inſpir'd. 
And what more true? what truth of greater weight ? 

The ſoul of man was made to walk the tkies ; 

Delightful outlet of her priſon here / 

There, diſincumber'd from her chains, the ties 

Of toys terreſtrial, ſhe can rove at large; 

There, frecly can reſpire, dilate, extend, 

In full proportion let looſe all her pow'rs ; 

And, andeluded, graſp at ſomething great. 

Nor, as a ſtranger, does ſhe wander there; 

But, wonderful herſelf, ,thro' wonder (trays; - . 
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Contemplating their grandeur, finds her own ; 
Dives deep in their economy divine, 
Sits high in judgment on their various laws, 
And, like a maſter, judges not amiſs. 
Hence, greatly pleas'd, and juſtly proud, the ſoul 
Grows conſcious of her birth celeſtial; breathes 
More life, more vigour, in her native air; 
And feels herſelf at home among the ſtars ; 
And, feeling, emulates her country's praiſe. 
What call we, then, the firmament, LoRENzZo ! 
As earth the body, fince the ties ſuſtain 
The ſoul with food, that gives immortal life, 
Call it, the noble paſture of the mind ; 
Which there expatiates, ſtrengthens, and exults, 
And riots through the luxuries of thought. 
Call it, the garden of the DEITY, 
Bloilom'd with ſtars, redundant in the growth 
Of fruit ambroſial, ral fruit to man. 
Call it, the breaſt-plate of the true High- prieſt, 
Ardent with gems oracular, that give, 
In points of higheft moment, right reſponſe ; 
And ill-neglected, if we prize our peace. 

Thus, have we found a true aſtrology ; 
Thus, have we found a new, a noble ſenſe, 
In which alone ſtars govern human fates. 
O that the ſtars (as ſome have feign'd) let fall 
Bloodſhed, and havock, on embattl'd realms, 
And reſcu'd monarchs from ſo black a guilt ! 
Bourbon! this wiſh how gen'rous in a foe! 


And ſtick thy deathleſs name among the ſtars, 
For mighty conqueſts on a needle's point ? 
Inſtead of forging chains for foreigners, 
Baſtile thy tutor, Grandeur all thy aim & 
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Wouldſt thou be great, wouldſt thou become a god, 
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D As yet thou know'ſt not what it is. How great, 
How glorious, then, appears the mind of man, 

7 When in it all the ſtars, and planets roll ! 

And what it ſeems, it is + great objects make 
Ereat minds, enlarging as their views enlarge; 
Thoſe ſtill more godlike, as theſe more divine. 
And more divine then -h , thou canſt not ſee 
Dazzl'd, o'erpower'd with the delicious draught 
Of miſcellaneous ſplendours, how I reel 


From thought to thought, inebriate, without end 


An Eden, this! a Paradiſe unloſt ! 

I meet the DEITY in ev'ry view, 

And tremble at my nakedneſs before him! 

O that I could but reach the tree of /ife / 

For here it grows, unguarded from our taſte; 

No flaming ſword denies our entrance here : 

Would man but gather, he might ide for ever. 
LoREnzZo! much of moral haſt thou ſeen. 

Of curious arts art thou more fond ? then mark 

The mathematick glories of the ſkies, 

In number, weight, and meaſure, all ordain'd. 

LokEnzZoO's boaſted builders, Chance, and Fate, 

Are left to finiſh his aereal towers; 


Wiſdom, and Choice, their well-known charatters 
Here deep impreſs ; and claim it for their own. 
Tho' ſplendid all, no ſplendour void of uſe; 

% rivals Beauty; Art contends with Power; 
No wanton waſte, amid effuſe expenſe; _ 
The great OEcoxoMisT adjuſting all 

To prudent pomp, magnificently wiſGdG. 
How rich the proſpect! and for ever new! = 


or newer ſtill in infinite ſucceeds. 
Then, theſe acreal racers, O how ſwift! 


nd neweſt to the man that views it moſt ; . 
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How the ſhaft /oiters from the ſtrongeſt ſtring ! 
Spirit alone can diſtance the career. 

Orb above orb aſcending without end ! 

Circle in circle, without end, inclos'd ! 

Wheel within wheel; EzEK TEL! like to thine! 
Like thine, it ſeems a viſion, or a dream ; 

Tho' /eer, we labour to believe it true! 

What involution! what extent! what ſwarms 

Of worlds, that laugh at earth immenſely great 
Immenſely diſtant form each other's ſpheres ! 
What, then, the wondrous /pace thro” which they roll: 
At once it quite ingulphs all human thought; 

*Tis comprehenſion's abſolute defeat. 

Nor think thou ſeeſt a wild diforder here: 
Thro' this illuſtrious chaos to the ſight, 
Arrangement neat, and chaſteſt order, reign. 

The path preſcrib'd, inviolably kept, 

Upbraids the lawleſs ſallies of mankind. 

Worlds ever thwarting, never interfere ; 

What knots are ty'd! how ſoon are they diſſolv'd, 
And ſet the ſeeming marry'd planets free! 

They rove for ever, without errour rove; 

Confuſion unconfus'd ! nor leſs admire 

This tumult untumultuous; all on wing! 

In motion, all yet what profound repoſe ! 

What fervid action, yet no noiſe! as aw'd 

To ſilence, by the preſence of their LORD ; 

Or huſh'd, by % command, in love to man, 

And bid let fall ſoft beams on human reſt, 

Reſtleſs themſelves. On yon cœrulean plain, 

In exultation to their GOD, and thine, 

They dance, they ſing eternal jubilee, O 
Eternal celebration of Ji praiſe. 

But, ſince their /0zg arrives not at our car, 
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Their dance perplex'd exhibits to the ſight 
Fair hiereglyphick of his peerleſs power. 


Mark, how the /abyrinthian turns they take, 
The circles intricate, and myſtick maze, 


Weave the grand cypher of Omnipetence ; 
To gods, how great! how legible to mar / 
Leaves ſo much wonder greater wonder {till ? 

Where are the pillars that ſupport the ſkies ? 
What more than Allautean ſhoulder props, 

Th' incumbent load! what magick, what ſtrange art, 
In fluid air theſe pond'rous orbs ſuſtains ? | 
Who would not think them hung in golden chains ? 
And ſo they are; in the high will of Heav'n, 
Which fixes all ; makes adamant of air, 

Or air of adamant ; makes all of nought, 

Or nought of all; if /#ch the dread decree. 

Imagine from their deep foundations torn 

The moſt gigantick ſons of earth, the broad 

And tow'ring Alps, all toſs'd into the ſea ; 

And, light as down, or volatile as air, 

Their bulks enormous dancing on the waves, 

In time, and meaſure, exquiſite; while all 

The winds, in emulation of the ſpheres, 

Tune their ſonorous inſtruments aloft ; 

The concert {well, and animate the ball. 

Would this appear amazing? What, then, worlds, 
In a far thinner element ſuſtain'd, 

And acting the ſame part, with greater ikill, 

More rapid movement, and for nobleſt es ? 

More 0621975 ends to pals, are not theſe ſtars 

The ſeats majeſtick, proud imperial thrones, 

On which angelick delegates of heav'n, 

At certain periods, as the Sov'REIGN nods, 
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Diſcharge high truſts of vengeance, or of love, 7 
To clothe, in outward grandeur, grand deſign, A 
And acts molt ſolemn ſtill more ſolemnize ? A 


Ye citizens of air! what ardent thanks, L 
What full effuſion of the grateful heart, #8 
Is due from man indulg'd in ſuch a ſight ! T 
A ſight fo noble! and a ſight ſo kind! C: 
It drops new truths at ev'ry ne ſurvey ! F; 
Feels not LORENZO ſomething {tir within, A 
That ſweeps away all period? As theſe ſpheres A. 
Meaſure duration, they no leſs Inſpire Tt 
The godlike hope of ages without end. Fr 
The boundleſs ace, through which theſe rovers tahe Al 

Their reſtleſs roam, ſuggeſts the ſiſter-thought a 
Of boundleſs fie. Thus, by kind Nature's {kill Ne 
To man unlabour'd, that important gueſt, MI 
ETERNITY, finds entrance at the ſight - An 
And an eternity, for man ordain'd, & 


Or theſe his deſtin'd midnight-counſellors, 
The ſtars, had never whiſper'd it to man. Al, 


NaTURE informs, but ne'er inſults, her ſons; 


Could ſhe then kindle the moſt ardent wiſh Ea 
To diſappoint it: That is blaſphemy, | 
Thus, of thy creed a ſecond article, 0 | 
Momentous as th' exiſtence of a GOD, O. 
Is found (as I conceive) where rarely ſought ; In 
And thou mayſt read thy / ihb,ỹtal, here. Yet 
Here, then, LORENZO! on theſe glories dwell; 58 

0 


Nor want the gilt, illuminated, roof, ä 
That calls the wretched gay to dark delights, At 
A ſembiees*— This is one divinely bright; F 
Here, unendanger'd in health, wealth, or fame, 
Range through the faireſt, and the Svi Tar corn. 80 
Ze, wiſe as . no cre/cent holds fo fair, 
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As that which on his turbant awes a world; 

And thinks the Moon is proud to copy him. 

Look on her, and gain more than worlds can give, 
A mind ſuperiour to the charms of power, 

Thou muffled in deluſions of this life ! 

Can vonder Moon turn Ocean in his bed, 

From ſide to ſide, in conſtant ebb, and flow, 

And purify from ſtench his wat'ry realms ? 

And fails her 25ral influence ? Wants ſhe power 
To turn LoRExz0's ſtubborn tide of thought 
From {tagnating on Earth's infected ſhore, 

And purge from nuiſance his corrupted heart ? 
Fails her attraction when it draws to heav'n ? 
Nay, and to what thou valu'ſt more, Earth's joy! 
Minds clevate, and panting for uu en, 
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And defecate from /-a/e, alone obtain 
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Full reli of exiſtence undefiower'd, 
The /e of lite, the zeſt of worldly bliſs. 
BY elſe on carih amounts to what to 15 
Bap to be herd; BressINGSs to be /eft of? 
Earth's richeſt inventory boaſts no more. 
Ct higher ſcenes be, then, the call obey'd. 
O let me gaze !— Of gazing there's no end. 
Q let me think Thought too is wilder'd here; 
In mid-way flight Imagination tires; 
Yet ſvon reprunes her wing to ſoar ane w, 
Her point unable to forbear, or gain; 
So great the pleaſure, ſo p- Mind the plan! 
A banquet this where men and angels meet, 
Eat the ſame 12474, mingle earth and heav'n. 
How diſtant ſome of theſe nocturnal ſans ! 


So diſtant (ſays the ſage “) twere not abſurd 
Z 2 
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To doubt, if beams, ſet out at Nature's birth, 5 O 
Are yet arriv'd at this ſo foreign world ; * T7 
Though nothing half ſo rapid as their flight. T 
An eye of awe and wonder let me roll, If 
And roll for ever. Who can ſatiate ſight If 
In /zch a ſcene? In ſuch an occan wide Se 
Of deep aſtoniſhment ? where depth, height, breadth, Sa 
Are loſt in their extremes; and where to count T] 
The thick-ſown glories in this field of fire, TI 
Perhaps a /eraph's computation fails. Fo 
Now, go, Audition!“ boaſt thy boundleſs might 
In conqueſt, o'er the tenth part of a grain. f 
And yet LoRExzZo calls for miracle, w 
To give his tott'ring faith a ſolid baſe, Bu 
Why call for leſs than is a/ready thine ? 86 
Thou art no novice in theology; « 
What is a 24iracle ! Tis a reproach, _ 
*Tis an implicit ſatire, on mankind ; oe 
And while it /atis/ies, it cenſures too. W 
To common ſenſe, great Nature's courſe proclaims "4 
A DEITY : when mankind falls aſleep, #4 
A miracle is ſent, as an alarm, 8 
To wake the world, and prove h o'er again, Or, 
By recent argument, but not more A rong. (Fe 
Say, which imports more plenitude of power, 3 
Or Nature's laws to fix, or to repeal? "6-4 
To mate a ſun, or // his mid- career! ML 
To countermand his orders, and ſend back 1 
The flaming, courier to the frighted East, 7 
Warm'd, and aſtoniſh'd, at his ev'ning- ray? | _Lik 
Or bid the Moor, as with her ure; tir'd, i In; 
In Ajalon's ſoft, flow'ry vale repoſe !? In b 
Great things are theſe ; {till greater, to create. Arr: 


From ADan's bower look down thro' the whole train 
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Of miracles ;—reſiltleſs is their, power? 

They do not, ca not, more amaze the mind, 

Than this, cad unmiraculous ſurvey, 

If dul weigh'd, if rationally ſeen, 

The brute, indeed, 

Sees nought but /parg/es here; the foo/, no more. 

Say'ſt thou, „The courſe of Nature governs all!“ 

The courſe of Nature is the art of GOD. 

The miracles thou call'ſt for, is atteſt ; 

For ſay, could Nature Nature's courſe control ? 
But, miracles apart, who ſees HIM not, 

Nature's CONTROLLER, AUTHOR, GUIDE, and Exp? 

Who turns his eye on Nature's midnight-face, 

But mult inquire. —* What hand behind the ſcene, 

What arm almighty put theſe whecling globes 

In motion, and wound up the vaſt machine ? 

Who rounded in his palm thefe ſpacious orbs ? 

Who bowl'd them flaming thro' the dark profound, 

Num'rous as glitt'ring gems of morning-dew, 

Or ſparks from populous cities in a blaze, 

«© And ſet the boſom of O Night on fire ? 

Peopled her deſert, and made horrour /z:i/ec 2” 

Or, it the military ſtyle delight thee, 

(For ſtars have fought their battles, leagu'd with man), 

« Who marſhals this bright hoſt? inrolls their names? 

« Appoints their poſts, their marches, and returns, 

« Punctual at ſtated periods? Who diſbands 

«© Theſe vet'ran troops, their final duty done, 

« if eer diſbanded ?”—HE, whoſe potent word, 

Like the loud trumpet, levy'd firſt their pow'rs, 

In Night's inglorious empire, where they ſlept 

In beds of darkneſs; arm'd them with fierce flames, 

Arrang'd, and diſciplin'd, and cloth'd in gold; 


If ſeen with human eyes. 
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And call'd them out of chaos to the field, 


Where now they war with Vice and Unbelief. 3 
O let us join this army! joining theſe, ( 
Will give us hearts intrepid, at that hour, ( 
When brighter flames ſhall cut a darker night; 8 
When theſe {trong demonſtrations of a GOD I 


Shall hide their heads, or tumble from their ſpheres, L 
And one eternal curtain cover all ! A 

Struck at that thought, as now awak'd, I lift T 
A more enlighten'd eye, and read the ſtars V 
To man ſtill more propitious; and their aid G 


(Though guiltleſs of idolatry) implore ; U. 
Nor longer rob them of their nobleſt name. | w 
O ye dividers of my time] ye bright T} 
Accomptants of my days, and months, and years, wW 
In your fair calender diſtinctly mark'd! An 
Since that authentick, radiant regiſter, Oh 
Though man inſpects it not, ſtands good againſt him; 
Since yo, and years roll on, though man ſtands {til ; No 
Teach me my days to number, and apply To 
My trembling heart to wi/7om ; now beyond An 
All ſhadows of excuſe for fooling on. ” Wh 
Age ſmooths our path to prudence; ſweeps aſide Fill 
The ſnares keen Appetite and Paſſion ſpread And 
'To catch ſtray ſouls; and wo to that grey head, In e 
Whoſe Fo//y would undo, what Age has done! Wh: 
Aid, then, aid, all ye ſtars - much rather, THOU, | And 
Great ARTIST! Tho, whoſe finger ſet aright And 
This exquiſite machine, with all its wheels, Ow 
Though intervolv'd, exact; and pointing out And 


Life's rapid and irrevocable flight, 

With ſuch an index fair, as none can miſs, 
Who lifts an eye, nor ſleeps till it is clos'd. 
Open mine eye, dread DEITY ! to read 


2 
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The tacit doctrine of thy works; to ſee 


Things as they are, unalter'd through the glaſs 


Of worldly wiſhes. Time, Eternity! 


('Tis theſe, miſmeaſur'd, ruin all mankind) ; 


Set them before me; let me lay them both 


In equal ſcale, and learn their various weight. 


Let Time appear a moment, as it is; 
And let Eternity's full orb, at once, 
Turn on my ſoul, and ftrike it into heav'n. 


When ſhall I ſee far more than charms me now ? 


Gaze on creation's model in thy breaſt 


Unveil'd, nor wonder at the tranſcript more ? 
When this vile, foreign duſt, which ſmothers all 
That travel Earth's deep vale, ſhall I ſhake off? 


When ſhall my ſoul her incarnation quit, 
And, readopted to thy bleſs'd embrace, 
Obtain her apotheoſis in THEE ? 


Doſt think, Loxxxzo! this is wand'ring wide? 


No, tis directly ſtriking at the mark; 

To wake thy dead devotion * was my point; 
And how I bleſs Night's conſecrating ſhades, 
Which to a temp/e turn an univerſe ; 

Fill us with great ideas, full of heav'n, 

And antidote the peſtilential earth ! 

In ev'ry ſtorm, that either frowns, or falls, 
What an aſylum has the foul in pray'r ! 

And what a fane is %%, in which to pray! 
And what a GOD mult dwell in ſuch a fane ! 
O what a genius mult inform the ſkies ! 

And is LoxeEnz0's ſalamander-heart 

Cold, and untouch'd, amid theſe ſacred fires ? 
O ye nocturnal ns! ye glowing embers, 
Page 2 33. t. 
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On heav'ns broad hearth ' who burn, or burn no more, * M: 
Who blaze, or die, as great JEHOVAH's breath, > M: 
Or blows you, or forbears; aſſiſt my ſong ; En 
Pour your whole influence ; exerciſe his heart, Sec 
So long poſſeſs d; and bring him back to mar. Be! 
And is LORENZO a demurrer //i// - Tc 
Pride in thy parts provokes thee to conteſt Sp: 
Truths, which, conteſted, put thy parts to ſhame. As 
Nor ſhame they more LORENZ O's head, than heart. Ho 
A faithleſs heart, how deſpicably ſmall ! Fre 
Too ſtreight aught great or gen'rous to receive! WI 
Fill'd with an atom! fill'd and foul'd with /e/f / Th 
And ſelf-miſtaken ! ſelf that laſts an hour! Cat 
Tnftin, and paſſions of the nobler kind, =. WI 
Lie ſuffocated there; or they alone, But 
Reaſon apart, would wake high hope, and oper Da: 
To raviſh'd thought, that z7e//efual ſphere, Spi 
Where Order, Wiſdom, Goodneſs, Providence, Ant 
Their endleſs miracles of love diſplay, Th: 
And promiſe all the truly great deſire. O 
The mind that would be happy, mult be great ; I 
Great in its wiſhes ; great, in its /ſerveys. To 
Extended views a narrow mind extend ; Wi 
Puſh out its corrugate, expanſive make, Anc 
Which, ere long, more than planets ſhall embrace, Sion 
A man of compaſs makes a man of worth ; GO 
Divine contemplate, and become divine. Thi 
As man was made for glory, and for bliſs, As 
Alb littleneſs is in approach to wo; FT 
Open thy boſom, ſet thy wiſhes wide, Wh 
And let in anhood; let in happineſs ; Cor 
Admit the boundleſs theatre of thought Ho 
From nothing, up to GOD; which makes a aN. Apt 


Take GOD from Nature, uvthing great is left; 


Man's mind is in a pit, and nothing ſees ; 

Man's heart is in a jakes, and loves the mire, 

Emerge from thy profound; erect thine eye; 

See thy diſtreſs ! how cloſe art thou beſieg'd ! 

Beſieg'd by Nature, the proud ſceptick's foe ! 

Inclos'd by theſe innumerable worlds. 

Sparkling conviction on the darkeſt mind, 

As in a golden net of PRoviDeNCE, 

How art thou caught, fure captive of belief! 

From this thy bleſs'd captivity, what art, 

What blaſphemy to reaſon, ſets thee free ! 

This ſcene is heav'n's indulgent violence: 

Canſt thou bear up againſt this tide of glory! 

What is earth boſom'd in theſe ambient orbs, 

But, faith in GOD impos'd, and preſs'd on man? 

Dar'ſt thou ſtill litigate thy deſp'rate car/e, 

Spite of theſe num'rous, awful witneſſes, 

And doubt the depoſition of the ſkies ? 

That bright connection between hearts, and heav'n! 

O how laborious 1s thy way to ruin ! 
Labortous ? *tis /pratticadle quite; 

To ſink beyond a dobt, in this debate, 

With all his weight of wiſdom, and of will, 

And crime flagitious, I defy a fool. 

Some with they did; but 79 man d/believes. 

GOD is a Spirit; Spirit cannot ſtrike 

Theſe groſs, material organs; GOD by man 

As much is ſeen, as 92a a GOD can ſee, 

In theſe aſtoniſhing exploits of power. 

What order, beauty, motion, diſtance, ſize! 

Conſertion of deſign, how exquilite ! | 

How complicate, in their divine police! 

Apt means! great ends, conſent to gen'ral good! 

Each attribute of thefe terial gods, 
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So long (and that with ſpecious pleas) ador'd, 
A ſep'rate conqueſt gains o'er rebel-thought; 
And leads in triumph the whole mind of man, 
LorENZo ! this may ſeem harangrue to thee; 
Such all is apt to ſeem, that thwarts our will. 
And doſt thou, then, demand a /i-zp/e proof 
Of this great maſter-moral of the ſkies, 
Unſkill'd, or diſinclin'd, to read it there ? 
Since, *tis the baſis, and all drops without it, 
Take it, in one compact, unbroken chain. 
Such proof inſiſts on an attentive ear; 
"Twill not make one amid a mob of thoughts, 
And, for thy notice, ſtruggle with the world. 
Retire ;—the world ſhut out ;--thy thoughts call home, 


Jmagination's airy wind repreſs ; 


Lock up thy /er/e ;— let no paſſion ſtir ;— 
Wake all to Rea/on ;—let her reign alone; — 
Then, in thy /o/'s deep ſilence, and the depth 
Of Nature's ſilence, midnight, this inquire, 
As TI have done; and ſhall inquire no more. 

In Nature's channel, thus the queſtions run. 


60 
66 
40 
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% Whatam II- and from whence *—I nothing, know, 
But that I am; —and, ſince I am, conclude 
Something eternal. Had there ere been 702gh4t, 
Neuzht ſtill had been. Eternal there muji be. 
But what eternal ? Why not human race; 

And Apan's anceſtors without an end! 

That's hard to be conceiv'd ; ſince ev'ry link 

Of that long-chain'd ſucceſſion 1s ſo frail. 

Can ev'ry part depend, and not the who/e. 

Yet grant it true ; zew difficulties riſe ; 

I'm ſtill quite out at ſea ; nor ſee the ſhore. 
Whence earth, and theſe bright orbs *—eternal too! 


« Grant matter was eternal ; {till theſe orvs 


« Subſiſt it -zſf, in GOD, or human race. *F'70 
« If in the laſt, how many knots beſide, 
* Indiffoluble all ! ——Why chooſe it there, 
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Would want ſome other father. Much deſign 

Is ſeen in all their motions, all their makes 2 
Deſign implies intelligence, and art:? 

That can't be from themſelves, - or man : that art 
Man ſcarce can comprehend, could man beſtow ? 
And nothing greater, yet allow'd, than an. — 
Who, m29tion, foreign to the ſmalleſt grain, 

Shot thro” vaſt maſſes of enormous weight? 

Who bid brute -zatter's reſtive lump aſſume 

Such various forms, and give it wings to fly? 
Has matter i:z1ate motion? then each atom, 
Aſſerting its indiſputable right 

To dance, would form an univerſe of duſt. 

Has matter none? then whence theſe glorious forms. 
And boundleſs flights, from ſhapeleſs and repos'd 2 
Has matter -297e than motion! has it thought, 
Judgment, and genius ? 1s it deeply learn'd 

In nathematic s? has it fram'd /uch laws, 

Which, but to gueſs, a NEwToN made immortal ?— 


If ſo, how each Vage atom laughs at ue, 
Who think a c/o4 inferiour to a man! 
If art, to form, and counſel to conduct; 

And that with greater far, than human ſkill, 
Reſides not in each block ;—a GODHEAD reigus.— 
Grant, then, inviſible, eternal MIND; 

That granted, all is ſolv'd. But, granting that, 
Draw I not o'er me a ſtill darker cloud; 

Grant I not that which I can ne'er conceive? 

A being without origin, or end !— 
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2% Tur CONSOLATION. Night 9, 
« Where, choſen, {till ſubſiſt ten thouſand more? 


8 IT 
«© Reject it, where, that choſen, all the reſt S 1 
« Diſpers'd, leave Reaſon's whole horizon clear, | 
«© This is not Reaſon's dictate; Reaſon ſays, ' 
% Cloſe with the ſide where 0722 grain turns the ſcale, * 
© What vaſt preponderance is here! can Reaſon ; 
c With louder voice exclaim— Believe a GOD: 
«© And Rea/07 heard, is the ſole mark of man. 
«© What things impoſſible muſt man think true, 
« On any other ſyi{tent ? and how ſtrange Is 
& To diſbelieve, through mere credulity!“ TI 
If, in this chain, LoRk ENZO finds no flaw, Or 
Let it for ever bind him to be/ef. Im 
And where the link, in which a flaw he finds ? Ha 
And, if a GOD there is, that GOD how great ! Br. 
How great that POWER, whoſe providential care Of 
Thro' theſe bright orbs dark centres darts a ray! An 
Of Nature univerſal threads the whole! Th 
And hangs Creation, like a precious gem, * And 
Tho' little, on the footſtool of his throne ! hk. 
That little gem, how large? a weight let fall In t 
From a fix'd ſtar, in ages can it reach Wh 
This diſtant Earth? ſay, then, LoREN ZO! where, Riv: 
Where ends this mighty building ? where begin CH, 
The ſuburbs of creation? where, the wall 1 
Whoſe battlements look o'er into the vale 1s tl 
Of non- exiſtence? No THIN “s ftrange abode! Juſt 
Dread, bottomleſs Amazermnt! how it yawns! If ti 
How ſhuddering Fancy ſickens, and recoils ? Fron 
And ir is there LoRENZO hopes to dwell ? But 
Say, at what point of ſpace IEHOVAH dropp'd He tl 
His ſlacken'd ine, and laid his Salance by: 2 
Otn 


Weigh'd worlds, and meaſur'd ifiuite, no more? 
Where rears his terminating pillar high 
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Its extramundare head? and ſays, to gods, 

In characters illuſtrious as the ſun, | 
I ſtand, the plan's proud period; I pronounce 
The work accompliſh'd ; the creation oos'd 3 
Shout, all ye gods! nor ſhout, ye gods alone 
Of all that lives, or, if devoid of life, 
That reſts, or rolls, ye heights, ye depths, reſound /! 
Reſound! reſound ! ye depths, and heights, reſound 4 
Hard are thoſe queſtions? —Anſwer, Harder ſtill. 

Is this the ſole exploit, the ſingle birth, 

The ſolitary ſon, of pow'r divine ? 

Or has th' almighty FATHER, with a breath, 

Impregnated the womb of diſtant ace? 

Has He not bid, in various provinces, 

Brother-creations the dark bowels burſt 

Of Night primzval, barren now no more ? 

And he the central ſun, tranſpiercing all 

Thoſe giaut- generations, which diſport, 

And dance, as motes, in his meridian ray; 

That ray withdrawn, benighted, or abſorb'd, 

In that 2% of horrour, whence they ſprung ; 

While Chaos triumphs repoſleſs'd of all 

Rival Creation raviſh'd from his throne ? 

Cnaos! of Nature both the womb and grave! 
Think'ſt thou my ſcheme, LoxENzo ! : {ſpreads too 

Is this extravagant no; this is juſt ; [ wide ? 

Juſt in cojefure, tho? 'twere falſe in fact. 

If tis an errour, *tis an errour ſprung 

From noble root, high thought of the MOST HIGH. 

But wherefore 1 of who can prove it ſuch ? 

He that can ſet Ou x trorENCE a bound. 

Can man conceive beyond what GOD can do # 

Nothing but quite-impoſible is hard, 
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He ſummons into being, with like eaſe, 
A whole creation, and a ſingle grain. 
Speaks he the word ? a thouſand worlds are born! 
A thouſand worlds ? there's ſpace for millions more; 
And in what ſpace can his great fiat fail ? 
Condemn me not, cold critick ! but indulge 
The warm imagination. Why condemn ? 
Why not indulge ſuch thoughts, as ſwell our hearts 
With fuller admiration of that power, | 
Who gives our hearts with ſuch high thoughts to ſwell? 
Why not indulge in Yi, augmented praiſe ? 
Darts not 41s glory a ſtill brighter ray, 
Ihe leſs is left to Chaos, and the realms 
Of hideous Night, where Fancy ſtrays aghaſt ; 
And, though moſt ta/zative, makes no report 
Still ſeems my thought enormous? Think again ;— 
Experience ſelf ſliall aid thy lame belief. 
Glaſſes, (that revelation to the fight !) 
Have they not led us in the deep diſcloſe 
Of fine-ſpun Nature, exquiſitely /3nall , 
And, though demonſtrated, {till i/{-conceiv'd 2 
If, then, on the reverſe, the mind would mount 
In magnitude, what mind can mount too far, 
To keep the balance, and creation poz/e 2 
Defect alone can err on ſuch a theme. 
What is too great, if we the cauſe ſurvey ? 
Stupendous ARCHITECT ! Tuo, Tuo, art all! 
My ſoul flies up and down in thoughts of TEE, 
And finds herſelf but at the centre (til] ! 
| I AM, thy name! exi//ence, all thine own / 
| Creation's nothing; flatter'd much, if ſtyl'd 
| « The thin, the fleeting atmoſphere f GOD.” 
| O for the voice—of what ? of whom ?— What voice 
Can anſwer to my wants, in /#c4 aſcent, 
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As dares to deem one univerſe too ſmall ? 
Tell me, Loktnzo! (for now Fancy glows, 
* Fir'd in the vortex of almighty power), 
Ils not this home-creation, in the map 
Of univerſal Nature, as a ſpeck, 
Like fair BRITANNIA in our little ball; 
Exceeding fair and glorious for its ſize, 
But elſewhere far out- meaſur'd, far outſhone ? 
In Fancy (for the fat? beyond us lies) 
Canſt thou not figure it, an ½e, almoſt 
Too ſmall for notice, in the vaſt of being; 
Sever d by mighty icas of 47264477 ſpace, 
From other realm; from a:nple continents 
Of higher life, where nobler natives dwell ; 
Leſs northern, leſs remote from DEIT Y, 
Glowing beneath the le of the SUPREME ; \ 2 
Where ſouls in excellence make haſte, put forth 
Luxuriant growths ; nor the late autumn wait 
Of human worth, but ripen ſoon to gods? 

Yet why drown Faucy in ſuch depths as theſe ? 
Return, preſumptuous rover! and confeſs 
The bounds of man; nor blaine them as too ſmall. 
Enjoy we not full ſcope in what is ſeen £ 
Full ample the dominions of the ſun! 
Full glorious to behold! how far, how wide, 
The matchleſs monarch, from his flaming throne, 
Laviſh of luſtre, throws his beams about him, 
Farther and faſter than a thought can fiy, 
And feeds his planets with eternal fires ! 
This Heliopolis, by greater far, | 
Than the proud tyrant of the Ne, was built; 
And he alone, who built it, can deſtroy. | 
Beyond this city, why ſtrays human thought ? 
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One wonderful, enough for man to know ! 


- . jr I 
One infinite, enough for man to range = 7 
One firmament, enough for man to read ! 1 
O what voluminous inſtruction here! 1 7 
What page of wiſdom is deny'd him ! None,, 1 


If learning his chief leſſon makes him wiſe. A 
Nor is inſtructions, here, our only gain; 1 
There dwells a noble pathos in the ikies, O 
Which warms our paſſions, proſelytes our hearts. A 
How eloquently ſhines the glowing, pole! p, 
With what authority it gives its charge, v 


Remonſtrating great truths in ſtyle ſublime, er,” 
Though fitent, loud! heard earth around; above An 
The planets heard ; and not unheard in hell ; Ste 
Hell has her wonder, though too proud to praiſe. Stu 
Is earth, then, more infernal ? has ſhe thoſe, 1 
Wo neither prai/e (LORENZO!) nor admire © FE Yet 
LoRENZ0O's admiration, pre-engag'd, Say 
Ne'er aſk'd the Nen one queſtion ; never held Giy 
Leaſt correſpondence with a ſingle ſtar; Th. 
Ne'er rear'd an altar to the Qrcer of Heav'n, > . Nay 
Walking in brightneſs ; or her train ador'd. | Say 
Their /ub/unary rivals have long ſince Unl 
Ingroſs'd his whole devotion ; /fars malign, Wo 
Which made their fond affronomers run mad; Beh 
Parken his intellect, corrupt his heart ; Can 
Cauſe him ſacrifice luis fame and peace The 
To momentary madneſs, call'd delight. By 
Idolater, more groſs than ever kifs'd ET 
The lifted hand to Lun a, or pour'd out BS gaz 
The blood to Jove !—O THOU, to whom belongs Fit 


Al! facrifice ! O thou great Jo vx unfeign'd ! 
Divane IxsTrRUCTOR! thy firſt volume, this, 
For man's peruſal ; all in capitals! 
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In moon, and ſtars, (heav'n's golden alphabet !) 
Emblaz'd to ſeize the ſight ; who runs, may read; 

* Who reads, can uuderſtand. Tis unconfin'd 
Io Chriſtian land, or Fewry ; fairly writ, 

In language univerſal, to MaN KIND: 

A language, lofty to the learn'd; yet plain 

To thoſe that feed the flock, or guide the plough, 
Or, from its huſk, ſtrike out the bounding grain. 

A language worthy the GREAT MIND, that ſpeaks | 
Preface and comment, to the ſacred page. 
Which oft refers its reader to the ſkies, 
As preſuppoſing his firſt leſſon there, 

And ſcripture-ſelf a fragment, that unread. 
Stupendous book of wiſdom, to the wile ! 
Stupendous book! and open'd, Nio HT! by thee, 

By thee mzch open'd, I confeſs, O Night / 

Yet more I wiſh ; but how ſhall I prevail ? 

Say, gentle Night / whoſe modeſt, maiden beams 
Give us a zew creation, and preſent 

The world's great picture, ſoften'd to the ſight ; 
Nay, Kinder far, far more indu: gent ſtill, 

Say thou, whoſe mild dominion's filver key 
Unlocks our hemiſphere, and ſets to vw 
Worlds beyond number ; worlds conceal'd by day 
Behind the proud and envious ſtar of noon ! 

Canſt thou not draw a deeper ſcene ?—and ſhew 
The mighty PoTENTATE, to whom belong 
Theſe rich regalia, pompouſly diſplay'd 

To kindle that high hope? Like him of Us, 

I gaze around; I ſearch on ev'ry fide 
O for a glimpſe of HIM my ſoul adores ! 

As the chas'd hart, amid the deſert waſte, 

Pants for the living ſtream ; for H!M who made her, - 
8 | 
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So pants the thirſty fon], amid the blank 
Of ſublunary joys. Say, goddeſs ! where? 
Where blazes /s bright court? where burns his throne ? 
Thou know'ſt ; for thou art near him; by thee, round 
His grand pavilion, ſacred Fame reports 
The ſable curtain drawn. If not, can none 
Of thy fair daughter-train, ſo ſwift of wing, 
Who travel far, diſcover where he dwells ? 
A ſtar his dwelling pointed out 5e/ow. 
Ye Pleiades! Ardturus! Mazaroth ! 
And thou, Orion! of {till keener eye! 
Say, ye, who guide the wilder'd in the waves, 
And bring them out of tempeſt into port ! 
On which hand muſt I bend my courſe to find him ? 
Theſe courtiers keep the ſecret of their KING ; 
I wake whole nights, in vain, to ſteal it from them. 
I wake; and, waking, climb Nzjght's radiant ſcale, 
From ſphere to ſphere ; the ſteps by Nature ſet 
For man's aſcent ; at once to tet, and aid; 
To tempt his eye, and aid his tow'ring thought; 
*Till it arrives at the great goal of all. 
In ardent Contemplation's rapid car, 
From Earth, as from my barrier, I ſet out. 
How {ſwift I mount! diminiſh'd Earth recedes ; 
J paſs the Moon,; and, from her farther ſide, 
Pierce heav'n's blue curtain; ſtrike into remote; 
Where, with his lifted tube, the ſubtile ſage 
His artificial, airy journey takes, 
And to cele/tial lengthens human hight. 
J pauſe at ev'ry planet on my road, 
And aſk for HIM, who gives their orbs to roll, 
Their foreheads fair to ſhine. From SaTURN's ring; 
In which, of earths an army might be loſt, 


With the bold comet, take my bolder flight, 
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Amid thoſe /ov'reigr glories of the ſkies, 
Of independent, native luſtre, proud; 
The ſouls of ſyſtems ! and the lords of life, 
Through their wide empires — What behold I ow ? 
A wilderneſs of wonders burning round ; 
Where /arger ſuns inhabit higher ſpheres ; 
Perhaps the villas of deſcending gods! 
Nor halt I here; my toil is but begun; 
Tis but the threſhold of the DEITY ; 
Or, far beneath it, I am grovelling till ; 
Grovelling in elevation few can reach ! 
Nor is it {trange ; I built on a miſtake; 
The grandeur of his works, whence Fo/ly ſought 
For aid, to Keaſon ſets his glory higher; 
Who built thus high for worms (mere worms to Him) ; 
O where, LORENZO! mult the BuILI DER dwell ? 
Pauſe, then ; and, for a moment, here reſpire— 
If human thought can keep its ſtation here. [thou, 
Where am I!?—Where is earth *—Nay, where art 
O Sun ls the ſun turn'd recluſe ?—and are 
His boaſted expeditions ſhort to mine 2 
To mine, how ſhort On Nature's Alps ſtand, 
And ſee a thouſand firmaments beneath ! 
A thouſand ſyſtems | as a thouſand grains! 
So much a {tranger, and ſo late arriv'd, 
How can man's curious ſpirit not inquire, 
What are the natives of this world ſublime, 
Of this ſo for-'ign, unterreſtrial ſphere, 
Where mortal, uz!r2n/Jated, never ſtray'd ? 
« Oye, as diſtant from my little home, 
« As {wifteſt ſun-beams in an age can fly ! 
“ Far from my native element I roam, 
* In queſt of new, and wonderful to man. | 2 
What province this,” of bi immenſe domain, 
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© Whom all obeys? Or mortals here, or gods ? 

© Ye bord'rers on the coaſts of bliſs ! what are you ? 
* A colony from heav'n? or, only rais'd, 

« By frequent viſit from heav'n's neighb'ring realms, 
* To ſecondary gods, and half divine ?— 

«© Whate'er your nature, ths is paſt diſpute, 

« Far other life you live, far other tongue 

* You talk, far other thought, perhaps, you think, 
© Than man. How various are the works of Gop ' 
& But ſay, What thought? Is Keaſon here inthron'd 
4% And abſolute ? or Sexe in arms againſt her? 

“ Have you two lights? or need you no reveal'd - 
Enjoy your happy realms their golden age? 

% And had your EDEN an abſtemious Eve ? 

« Our Eve's fair daughters prove their pedigree, 

& And aſk their Apans, Who would not be wiſe * 
% Or, if your mother fell, are you redeem'd? 

« And if redeem'd,—is your Redeemer ſcorn'd? 

& Is this your final reſidence? If not, 

&f Change you your ſcene, tranſlated? or by death * 


% And if by death; what death ?—know you di/ca/e * 


& Or horrid war? With war, this fatal hour, 
% EROP⁰A groans, (ſo call we a ſmall field, [W putes 
«© Where kings run mad). In or world, DEATH de- 
& Tntemperance to do the work of Age; 

“% And, hanging up the quiver Nature gave him, 

& As ſlow of execution, for diſpatch 

c“ Sends forth Imperial butchers ; bids them ſlay 

« Their ſheep, (the ſilly ſheep they fleec'd before), 

« And toſs him twice ten thouſand at a meal. 

64 Sit all your executioners on thrones ! 

e With you, can rage for plunder make a Gop ? 

& And b/00d/hed waſh out ev'ry other ſtain ? 
% But you, perhaps, can't bleed: from matter groſs 
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« Your ſpirits clean, are delicately clad 
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And kindly teach dl hell her own black arts; 
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In fine-ſpun ether; privileg'd to ſoar, 
Unloaded, uninfected. How unlike 

The lot of man! How few of human race 

By their own ud unmurder'd ! how we wage 
Self-war eternal !—Is your painful day 

Of hardy conflict o'er? Or, are you ſtill 

Raw candidates at ſchool? And have you thoſe 
Who diſaffect reverſions, as with vs ? 

But what are we? You never heard of Man, 
Or Earth; the Bedlam of the univerſe ! 
Where Reaſon (undiſcas'd with you) runs mad, 
And nurſes Folly's children as her own ; 

Fond of the fouleſt. In the ſacred mount 

Of Holineſi, where reaſon is pronounc'd 
Infallible ; and thunders, like a god; 

Ev'n there, by /aints, the demons are outdone: 
What theſe think wrong, our ſaints refine to right; 


% : =x > — 4 x 4 tl 1 $4.2 . E 
he : _ La Va" 1 I * ** 3 9 > 
5 —— OO — —2 — — — + — S — _ 
— 22 A : 7 
72 * 1 5 — * 2 — "+ — 
— — — — x - n _— — - 
— TORS. 94 X © _— =_— e 2 Js 
2 2 
2 J 4 


SATAN, inſtructed, o'er their morals ſmiles. — 

But this, how ſtrange to you, who know not Man! 
Has the leaſt rumour of our race arriv'd ? 

Call'd here EL1jan, in his flaming car? 

Paſs'd by you the good EN OCH, on his road 

To thoſe fair fields, whence LucirER was burl'd; 
Who bruſh'd, perhaps, your ſphere, in his deſcent, 
Stain'd your pure cryſtal ether, or let fall 

A ſhort eclipſe from his portentous ſhade ? 

O! that the fiend had lodg'd on ſome broad orb 
Athwart his way; nor reach'd his preſent home; 
Then blacken'd Earth with footſteps foul'd in hell, | 
Nor waſh'd in Ocean, as from Rome he paſs'd 1 
To BRITAI's iſle; t, too conſpicuous here!“ *Y 
But this is all digreſſion.— Where is nE, 
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That o'er heay*n's battlements the felon hurl'd O 
To groans, and chains, and darkneſs? Where is E, Ei 
Who ſees creation's ſummit in a vale ? TI 
He, whom, while man is nan, he can't but ſeek ; 1. 
And if he finds, commences more than man ? pat 
O for a teleſcope his throne to reach Hi, 
Tell me, ye learn'd on earth or bleſs'd above / As 
Ye ſearching, ye Newtonian angels! tell, For 
Where your great Mas ER's orb? his planets, where (So 
Thoſe conſcious ſatellites, thoſe morning-ſtars, in 
Firſt-born of DEITY ! from central love, Tea 
By veneration moſt profound, thrown off ; . 
By fweet attraction, no leſs ſtrongly drawn; KS) 
Aw'd, and yet raptur'd; raptur'd, yet ſerenc ; A 
Paſt thought illuſtrious, but with borrow'd beams; Tha 
In ſtill approaching circles, ſtill remote, Les; 
Revolving round the ſun's eternal SRE! Fron 
Or ſent, in lines direct, on embaſſies Have 
To nations — in what latitude? - Beyond Each 
Terreſtrial thought's horizon — And on what I faw 
High errands fent?—Here human effort ends; Aud | 
And leaves me {till a ſtranger to h, throne. A ſen 
Full well it might! 1 quite miſtook my road, Natu; 
Born in an age more curious, than devout ; Teem 
More fond to fix the p/ace of heav'n or hell, The e 
Than ſtudious this to ſhun, or that ſecure. Leave 
*Tis not the curious, but the pious path, With 
That leads me to my point. LoRENZZO! know, Benea 


Without or ſtar, or angel, for their guide, 
Who worſhip GOD, ſhall f:d him. Humble Love, 
And not proud Reaſon, keeps the door of heav'n ; 
Love finds admiſſion, where proud Science fails. 
Man's ſcience is the culture of his heart; 

And not to loſe his plammet in the depths 


, 


With ſeeds of reaſon, which to virtues riſe 


The peſtilential blaſts of ſtubborn w//, 

When grown mature, are gather'd for the ſkies. 
And is devotion: thought too much on earth, 
When beings, ſo ſuperiour, homage boaſt, 
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Of Nature, or the more profound of GOD. 
Either to know, is an attempt that ſets 
The wiſeſt on a level with the fool. 
To fathom Nature (ill attempted here!) 
Paſt doubt, is deep philoſophy above: 
Higher degrees in bliſs archangels take, | 
As deeper learn'd; the deepeſt, learning ſtill, 4 
For, what a thunder of Omnipotence BY” 
(So might I dare to ſpeak !) is ſeen in all! 
In Man in Earth! in more amazing ties“ 
Teaching this leſſon, Pride is loth to learn— 
Not deeply to diſcern, not much to know, 
* Mankind was born to WONDER and ADORE. 

And is there cauſe for higher wonder ſtill, 
Than that which ſtruck us from our paſt ſurveys? - 
Yes; and for deeper adoration too. 2 
From my late airy travel unconfin'd, 
Have I learn'd nothing ?— Yes, LoRENZZO! this; 
Each of theſe ſtars is a religious houſe ; 
I ſaw their altars ſmoke, their incenſe riſe, 
Aud heard Heſannas ring thro' every ſphere, 
A ſeminary fraught with future gods. 
Nature all o'er is conſecrated ground, 
Teeming with growths immortal, and divine. f 
The great PROPRIETOR'S bounteous hand f 


Leaves nothing waſte; but ſows theſe fiery fields 
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Beneath his genial ray; and, if eſcap'd 


And triumph in proſtrations To THE THRONE ? 
But wherefore more of planets or of ſtars ? 
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Ethereal journ eys, and, diſcover'd there, , 
Ten thouſand worlds, ten thouſand ways deyout ? 3 
All Nature ſending incenſe to the throne, 10 
Except the bold Lon E xz os of our ſphere ? 1 


Op'ning the ſolemn ſources of my ſoul, 


Since I have pour'd, like feign'd ERIDANus, E 
My flowing numbers o'er the flaming ſkies. ( 
Nor ſee, of fancy, or of fact, what more C 
Invites the muſe—here turn we, and review 1 
Our paſt nocturnal landſcape wide ;—then, ſay, I 
Say, then, LoRENzZo ! with what burſt of heart, 1 
The whole, at once, revolving in his thought, FE 
Muſt man exclaim, adoring, and aghaſlt ! E 
« O what a root! O what a branch is here! D 
Cc O what a father! what a family! 6 
ce Worlds! ſyſtems ! and creations I and creations, 
cc In one agglomerated cluſter, hung, A 
ce Great VINE! on Thee, on Thee the cluſter hangs; A 
ce The filial cluſter! infinitely ſpread L 
c In glowing globes, with various being fraught ; S* 
ec And drinks (nectareous draught !) immortal life. ＋ 
« Or, ſhall 1 ſay (for who can ſay enough ?) : 
c A conſtellation of ten thouſand gems, F. 
« (And, O! of what dimenſion! of what weight!) B: 
tc Set in one ſignet, flames on the right hand $- 
ce Of Majeſiy Divine ! the blazing ſeal, TD 
4 That deeply ſtamps, on all created mind, F. 
& Indelible, his ſov'-eign attributes, So 
cc Omnipotence, and Love; that paſſing bound, 7. 
& And this ſurpaſſing that. Nor ſtop we here, At 
« For want of power in GOD, but thoyght in Ma x. TI 
& Even this acknowledg'd, leaves us {till in debt; N 
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greater aught, that greater all is TH INE, 
DG ADP SIRE (Accept this miniature of THEE ; 
& And pardon an i pt from mortal thought, 
In which archengels might have fail'd, unblam'd.“ 
How ſuch ea: of th' AL II. 3HLT s power, 
Ard ſuch ideas of the ALMIGHTY's plan, 
(Ideas not abſurd) diſtend the thought 
Of feeble mortals ' Nor 5 e alone! 
The fulneſs ot che DEITY breaks forth 
In iuconceigaòles to men, and gods. 
Think, then, O think; nor ever drop the thought; 
How /ow mult nan defend, when gods adore 
Have I not, then, accompliſh'd my proud boaſt ? 
Did I not tell thee, © * We would mount, LORENZO! r 
« And kindle our devotion at the ars?“ 
And have I fai Pd? and did I flatter thee ? 
Ard art all adamant ? and doſt confute 
All urg'd, with one :rrefragable /5ni/e 2 
LoOKENZO ! mirth how miſerable here / 
Swear by the /tars, by HiM who made them, ſwear, 
Thy heart, henceforth, ſhall be as pure as they : 
Then thou, like them, ſhalt /hine ; like them, ſhalt riſe 
From low to lofty ; from obſcure to bright ; 
By due gradation, Nature's ſacred law. 
The ſtars, from whence ? —Aſk Chaos, —he can tell. 
Theſe bright temptations to idolatry, 


— 


! 
From Darkneſs and Confuſion took their birth; 5 Fl 
Sons of Leformity ! from fluid dregs WS 
Tartarean, firſt they roſe to maſles rude ; 1 1 iq 
And then, to ſpheres opaque; then dimly ſhone 1 if q 
Then brighten'd; then blaz'd out in perfect day. 1 
Nature delights in progreſs; in advance k 11 
b ' 
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From worſe to better: but, when 22inds aſcend, 
Progrels, in part, depends upon themſelves, 
Heav'n aids exertion ; greater makes the great ; 
The voluntary little leſſens more. 
O be a nau] and thou ſhalt be a god / 
And half ſelf-made / ambition how divine! 
O thou, ambitious of diſgrace alone ! 
Still undevout? unkindled !—though high-taught, 
School'd by the ſkies; and pupil of the ſtars ; 
Rank coward to the faſhionable world ! 
Art thou a/ham'd to bend thy knee to heav'n? 
Curs'd fume of pride, exhal'd from deepeſt hell ! 
Pride in religion is man's higheſt praiſe. 
Bent on deſtruction ! and in love with death ! 
Not all theſe luminaries, quench'd at once, 
Were half ſo ſad, as one benighted mind, 
Which gropes for Happineſs, and meets Deſpair. 
How, like a widow in her weeds. the Ngt, 
Amid her glimm'ring tapers, ſilent fits ! 
How ſorrowful, how deſolate, ſhe weeps 
Perpetual dews, and ſaddens Nature's ſcene ! 
A ſcene more ſad iu makes the darken'd ſoul ; 
All comfort kills, nor leaves one ſpark alive. 
Tho' blind of heart, ſtill open is thine eye: 
Why ſuch magnificence in all thou ſeeſt ? 
Of matter's grandeur, know, one end is this, 
To tell the rational, who gazes on it, 
4c Tho' that immenſely. great, ſtill greater he, 
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« Whoſe breaſt, capacious, can embrace, and lodge, 


« Unburden'd, Nature's univerſal ſcheme ; 

« Can graſp Creation with a jingle thought ; 
Creation graſp; and not exclude its SIRE.” — 
To tell him farther, “ It behoves him much 
% To guard th' important, yet depending, fate 
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« Of being, brighter than a thouſand ſuns ; 

« One ſingle ray of thought outſhines them all.''— 
And if man hears obedient, ſoon he'll ſoar 
Superiour heights, and on his purple wing, 

His purple wing bedropp'd with eyes of gold, 
Riſing, where thought is nom deny'd to riſe, 

Look down triumphant on theſe dazzling ſpheres, 

Why then preſiſt— No mortal ever liv'd, 

But, dying, he pronounc'd (when words are true?) N 
The whole that charms thee, abſolutely vain; 

Vain, and far worſe I think thou, with dying men; 
O condeſcend to think as angels think! 

O ?o/zrate a chance for happineſs! 

Our nature ſuch, ill choice enſures ill fate; 

And hell had been, though there had been no Gp. 
Doſt thou not know, my new aſtronomer ! 

Earth, turning from the /uz, brings night to man? 
Man, turning from Gop, brings end/c/5 night; 
Where thou canſt read no ren, find no friend, 
Amend no manners, and expect no peace. 

How dee the darkneſs! and the groan, how e 
And far, how far, from lambent are the flames? 
Such is LoRENZzo's purchaſe! ſuch his praiſe! 

The proud, the politick LokExzo's praiſe ! 
Though in his ear, and levell'd at his heart, 

I've half read o'er the volume of the ſkies. 

For think not thou haſt heard all. this from me ; 
My ſong but echoes what great Nature ſpeaks. 
What has ſhe fpoken? Thus the goddeſs ſpoke, 
Thus ſpeaks for ever: —“ Place, at Nature's head, 
* A ſov'reign, which o'er all things rolls his eye, 

« Extends his wing, promulgates his commands, 
4 But, above all, diffuſes endleſs good; 
—_ 
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« To whom, for ſure redreſs, the wrong'd may fly ; 


The vile, for mercy ; and the pain'd, for peace; 
By whom, the various tenants of theſe ſpheres, 
Diverſify'd in fortunes, place, and powers, 
Rais'd in enjoyment, as in worth they riſe, 
Arrive at length, (if worthy ſuch approach), 


ce 
ee 
c«c 
cc 


«i 


At that bleſs'd fountain-head from which they ſtream ; 


cc 


Where conflict paſt redoubles preſent joy ; 

And preſent joy looks forward on increaſe, 

And that on more; no period! ev'ry ſtep 

A double boon ! a promiſe, and a 5/75.” 

How eaſy fits %s ſcheme on human hearts 

It ſuits their make ; it ſooths their vaſt deſires ; 
Paſſion is pleas'd ; and Reaſon aſks no more; 

'Tis rational! *tis great !— but what is thine ? 

It darkens! ſhocks | excruciates! and confounds ! 
Leaves us quite naxed,. both of kelp, and hope, 
Sinking from bad to worſe; few years, the ſport 
Of Fortune; then, the morſel of De/parr. 

Say, then, LoRENzZo ! (for thou know'ſt it well), 


<c 


cc 


What's vice ?—Mere want of compaſs in our thougi:t. 


Religion, what ? —The proof of common ſen/?. 
How art thou hooted, where the /ea/? prevails ! 
Is it my fault, if theſe truths call thee fool? 

And thou ſhalt never be mi/tal/l'd by me. 

Can neither /þame, nor terrour, ſtand thy friend? 
And art thou ill an infect in the mire ? 

How, like thy guardian angel, have I flown; 
Snatch'd thee from earth; eſcorted thee thro' all 
Th' ethereal armies ; walk'd thee, like a god, 
'Thro' ſplendours of firſt magnitude, arrang'd 
On either hand; clouds thrown beneath thy feet ; 
Cloſe-cruis'd on the bright paradiſe of Gop ; 
And almoſt introduc'd thee to THE THRONE ! 
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Chanted beneath the glimpſes of the moon, 
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And art thou till carouſing, for delight, 
Rank po fon; firſt, fermenting to mere froth, 
And then ſublding into fins gaz! 2? 


— — 


— o 
ws as — 
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To beings of ſiblime, immortal make, 
How ſhocking is all joy, whoſe end is ſare ! 
Such joy »z9re ſhocking (till, the more it charms / 
And doſt thou chooſe what ends, ere well begun ? 
And infamous, as ſhort ? and doſt thou chooſe 
(Thou, to whole palate glory is fo tweet) 
To wade into perditioz, through contempt, . 
Not of poor bigots only, but thy ows ? 
For I have peep'd into thy cover'd heart, 
And ſeen it bluſh beneath a boalltul brow ; 
For, by ſtrong Guilt's moſt violent aflault, 
Conſcience is but di/abled, not deſroz'd. 

O thou molt awful being, and moſt vain! 
Thy will, how fraz/! how glorious is thy power! 
Tho' dread ErERNityY has ſown her ſceds 
Of bliſs, and wo, in thy deſpotick breaſt ; 
Tho' heav'n, and hell, depend upon thy choice; 
A butterfly comes *croſs, and both are fled. 
Is this the picture of a rational ? 
This horrid image, ſhall it be moſt juſt ? 
Lorenzo! No: it cannot hall not be, 
If there is force in reaſon; or in /ounds 
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A magick, at this planetary hour, 

Whin S/uber locks the gen'ral lip, and dreams 

Through ſenſeleſs mazes hunt ſouls uninfpir'd. 

Attend—the ſacred myſteries begin— 

My ſolemn 2:ght-borz adjuration hear; 

Hear, and I'll raiſe thy ſpirit from the duſt ; 

While the /r, gaze on this inchautment ae; 
B b 3 
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Inchantment, not infernal, but divine ! 
B fi/exce, DrartH's peculiar attribute 


* By Darkneſs, Gvir.t's inevitable doom; c 
* Br Darkneſs, and by Silence, ſiſters dread ! c 
That draw the curtain round Nicur's ebon throne, c 
« And raiſe ideas, ſolemn as the ſcene ; I 6 
4% By NTonr, and all of awful, Night preſents 60 
« To thought, or ſenſe, (of awful, much to both, 7 
The goddefs brings) By thefe her trembling fires, ce 
% Like V=sTa's ever burning; aud, like h-r5, | ce 
« Sacred to thoughts immaculate, and pure ce 
By theſe bright orators, that prove, and prai/e, = cc 
« And preſs thee to revere the DEITY; ce 
* Perhaps, too, aid thee, when rever'd a while, 60 
« To reach his throne ; as ſages of the ſoul, 60 
1% Thro' which at diff rent periods, ſhe ſhall paſs, B 
« Refining gradual, for her final height, Bu 
4 And purging off ſome drofs at ev'ry ſphere ! Lo 
« Br this dark pal}, thrown o'er the filent world 
« By the world's kings, and kingdoms, moſt renown'd, 1 T% 
% From ſhort Ambition's zenith ſet for ever; Buy 
« Sad preſage to vain boafters, now in bloom! An 
% By the long liſt of ſift mortality, Pa. 
« From Adam downward to this ev'ning knell. On 
Which midnight waves in Farcy's ſtartled eve; For 
And ſhocks her with an hundred centuries [thought ! All 


« Round Death's black banner throng'd, in human 

« BY thouſands, now, reſigning their laſt breath, 

1 And calling thee, —wert thou ſo wiſe to hear! 

; By tombs o'er tombs ariſing; human cart, And 
1 Ejected, to make room for- human earth; 

2 The monarch's ferrour ! and the ſexton's trade / 


7 OW {BY N obfequies, ha fun the day, 
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FronkETTo's father ruin'd, ruins him; 
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cc The torch funereal, and the nodding plume, 


« Which makes poor man's humiliation proud; 
© Boaſt of our ruin triumph of our dſt / 
« By the damp vault that weeps o'er royal bones; 
% And the pale lamp, that ſhews the ghaſtly dead, 
« More ghaſtly through the thick incumbent gloom! 
« By vilits (if there are) from darker ſcenes, 
* The gliding ſpectre ! and the groaning grove ! 
By groans, and graves, and miſeries that groan 
For the grave's ſhelter ! By deſponding men, 
Senſeleſs to pains of death, from pangs of guilt ! 
% Br Guilt's laſt audit! By yon 2007 in blood, 
* The rocking firmament, the falling ſtars, 
And thunder's laſt diſcharge, great Nature's knell ? 
« BY SECOND Chaos; and ETRRNAL Night.” — 
Be wISE, — nor let PiILanDER blame my charm ; 
But own not ill-diſcharg'd my double debr, 
Love to the living; duty to the dead. 

For know, I'm but executor; he left 
This moral legacy; I make it o'er _, 
By his command; PHiLAaNnDER hear in me; 
And heav'n in both. — If deaf to thefe, Oh! hear 
FLoORELLO's tender voice; Y, weal depends 
On thy reſolve; it trembles at thy choice; 
For his ſake—love thy/e!f : example ſtrikes 
All haman hearts; a bad example, more ; 
More ſtill, a father's ; that enſures his ruin. 
As parent of his being, wouldſt thou prove 
Th' unnat'ral parent of his miſeries, 
And make him curſe the being which thou gav'ſt? 
Is this the blefiing of fo fond a father 
If careleſs of LORENZz O! ſpare, Oh! ſpare, 
FLOKELL 0'S father, and PILANDER's friend; 
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And from PHILANDER'S friend the world expects 
A conduct, no diſhonour to the dead. 
Let Paſſion do, what nobler motive ſhould ; 
Let Love, and Emulation, riſe in aid 
To Reaſon ; and perſuade thee to be—bleſs'd. 
This ſeems not a requeſt to be deny d; 
Yet (ſuch th” infatuation of mankind !) 
*Tis the moſt hopele/5, man can make to man. 
Shall I, then, riſe in argument, and warnith ? 
And urge PHILAN DER Ss poſthumous advice, 
From topicks yet unbroach'd ? 
But Oh I faint, my ſpirits fail! Nor ſtrange ; 
So long on wing, and in no middle clime ; 
To which my great CREATOR's glory call'd; 
And cal/s,—but, now, in vain. S/eep's dewy wand 
Has ſtrok'd my drooping lids, and promi/es 
(If my fond wiſhes are not flatterers) 
My long arrear of reſt ; the dow7:y god 
Wont to return with our returning peace, 
Will pay, ere long, and bleſs me with repoſe. 
Haſte, haſte, ſweet ſtranger ' from the peaſant's cot, 
The ſhip-boy's hammock, or the ſoldier's ſtraw, 
Whence Sorrow never chas'd thee : with thee bring, 
Not hideous viſions, as of late ; but draughts 
Delicious of well-taſted, cordial reſt ; 
Man's rich reſtorative ; his balmy bath, 
That ſupples, lubricates, and keeps in play, 
'The various movements. of this nice machine, 
Which aſks ſuch frequent periods of repair. 
When tir'd with vain rotations of the day, be 
Sleep winds us up for the ſucceeding dawn; 12 
Freſh we ſpin on, till Sickne/5 clogs our wheels, 


Or Death * breaks the Ong * motion . 


When will it end with me ? 
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Of matter multifogm ; or denſe, or rare; 
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*« THOU only know'ſt, 
Tho, whoſe broad eye the future, and the paſt, 
Joins to the preſent ; making one of three, 
Tomortalthought! Tov know'ſt, and Trov alone, 
All-knowing !—all-unknown land yet well-known! 
Near, though remote! and though unfathom'd, felt! 
And, though inviſible, for ever ſeen ! 

And ſeen in all! The great, and the Minute; 

Each globe above, with its gigantick race, 

Each flow'r, each leaf, with its ſmall people ſwarm'd, 
( Thoſe puny vouchers of O1xNIPOTENCE :) [declare 
To the firſt thought, that aſks, „From whence 9 
Their conimon ſource. Þzo0u Se running o' er 
In rivers of communicated joy! 
Who gav'ſt us {þ cech for far, ſar humbler themes 
Say, by what nume ſhall I preſume to call 


Him I ſee burning in tacſe countiets ſuns, 

As Mos us, in the % % © ILLuUsTRIOUS MIND! 
The whole creation, lefs, far lets to thee, 
Than /t to the creation's ample round. 

How ſhall I name Tigers !—hHow my lab' ring * 
Heaves underneath the thought, too Vis tor birth! 
«© Great ſyſtem of perftections | mighty cauſe 
Of cauſes mighty] cauſe uncaus'd ! ſole root 
Of Nature, that Juxuriant growth of GOD ! 
Firſt Father of ef-&s that progeny 

Of endleſs ſeries; where the golden chain's 
Laſt link admits a period, who can tell? 
Father of all that is or heard, or hears! 
Father of all that is or ſeen, or fees ! 

Father of all that zs, or all ariſe ! 

Father of this immeaſurable maſs 


— * 
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« Opaque, or lucid; rapid, or at reſt; 
Minute, or paſling bound! in each extreme 

« Of like amaze, and myſtery, to man. 

{© Father of theſe bright millions of the Night / 

« Of which the leaſt full Godhead had preclaim'd, 
4% And thrown the gazer on his knee Or, ſay, 

«& I appellation higher ſtill, thy choice? 

« Father of matter's temporary lords! 

“ Father of /pirits / nobler offspring! ſparks 

“ Of high paternal glory; rich endow'd 


*f With various meaſures, and with various modes 


ec: Of inſtinct, reaſon, intuition ; beams 

% More pale, or bright from day divine, to break 
„ The dark of matter organi2'd, (the ware 

« Of all created ſpirit) ; beams, that riſe 

Each over other in ſuperiour light, 

“ Till the laſt ripens into luſtre ſtrong, 

(In the throne's full effulgence colour'd high), 
% Of next approach to GopnEAD. Father fond 
« (Far fonder than cer bore that name on earth) 
« Of intellectual beings ! beings bleſs'd 


% With pow'rs to pleaſe THE; not of paſſive ply 


„To laws they know not; beings lodg' 41 in ſeats 
«© Of well- adapted joys, in different domes 

« Of this imperial palace for thy ſons ; 

« Of this proud, populous, well-policy'd, 


% Though boundleſs habitation, plann'd by Tars ; 


% Whoſe ſeveral clans their ſeveral climates ſuit ; 
* And tranſpoſition, doubtleſs, would deſtroy. 
« Or, Oh! immortal KING! indulge 
< A title, leſs auguſt indeed, but more 
“ Endearing ; ah! how ſweet in human ears E: 


«& Sweet in our ears! and triumph in our hearts ! 155 


rc © Father of IMMORTALITY to man! 
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« Sun of the her never - ſetting ſun ! 
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A theme that * lately ſet my ſoul on ſire.— 

And Tnov the NExt! yet equal! Trovu, by whom 
That bleſſing was e far more! was Sorgt; 
Ineffable the price | by whom all worlds 

Were made; and one, redeem' d! illuſtrious light 
From light illuſtrious! Tnov, whoſe regal power, 
Finite in lime, but infinite in ſpace, 

On more than adamantine baſis fix'd, 

O'er more, far more, than diadems, and thrones, ' 
Inviolably reigns; the dread of gods ! 

And, Oh! the friend of man! beneath whoſe foot, 
And by the mandate of whoſe awful nod, 

All regions, revolutions, fortunes, fates, 

Of high, of low, of mind, and matter, roll 
Through the ſhort channels of expiring Time, 

Or ſhoreleſs ocean of Eternity, 

Calm, or tempeſtuous (as % Spirit breathes) 

In abſolute ſubjection !—And, Oh! Trovu 

The glorious Ta1kD | diſtinct, not ſeparate! 
Beaming from 609th! with both incorporate ! 

And (ſtrange to tell!) incorporate with duſt ! 

By condeſceniion, as thy glory, great, 

Enfhrin'd in man! of human hearts, if pure, 

Divine inhabitant ! the tie divine 

Of heav'n with diſtant earth! by whom, I truſt, 

(If not inſpir'd) uncenſur'd this addreſs [power ! - 


To Tate, to ThHrx— to whom?— Myſietions 8 


Reveal' d vet unrer eal'd! Darkneſs in light ; 


Number in unity! our joy! our dread! * 7 7 2, 
The triple bolt that lays all wrong in ruin! 
That animates all right, the triple fun ! * 


* 


75 7 N Night the ſixuh and bene 


304 TE CONSOLATION. Night g. 


& Triune, unutterable, unconceiv'd, 
& Abſconding, yet demonſtrable, GREAT Gop 


L 
& Greater than greateſt ! better than the beſt ! p 
& Kinder than kindeſt! with ſoft Pity's eye, c 
« Or (ſtronger ſtill to ſpeak it) with thine own, c 
* From thy bright throne, from that high firmament, ” 
c Where Troy, from all eternity, haſt dwelt; ce 
« Beyond archangels uzaſſi//ed ken; 60 
“From far above what mortals higheſt call; cc 
& From <levation's pinnacle: look down, Tall, « 
& Through—W hart ! Confounding, interval! Through ce 
« And more than lab'ring Fancy can conceive ; ce 
«© Throuch radiant ranks of eflences unknown; 6e 
mY Through hierarchies from hierarchies detach'd, « , 
« Round various banners of OMNIPOTENCE, "of 
« With endleſs change of rapt'rous duties fir'd; 6 þ 
«© Through wond'rous beings interpoſing ſwarms, « | 
« All cluſt'ring at the call, to dwell in THEE ; « þ 
« Through this wide waſte of worlds; this 9/4 vaſt, « 7 
& All ſanded o'er with ſuns; ſuns turn'd to night « a 


% Before thy feebleſt beam look down—down—down 
« On a poor breathing particle in duſt, 

& Or, lower, —an immortal in his crimes. 

cc His crimes forgive! forgive his virtues too! 

« Thoſe ſmaller faults; half converts to the right. 
% Nor let me cloſe theſe eyes, which never more 
%% May ſee the fun, (though Night's deſcending ſcale 
4% Now weighs up morn), unpity'd, and unbleſs'd! 
cc In thy diſpleaſure dwells eternal pain: 

« Pain, our averſion; pain, which ſtrikes me ow ; 
c And, ſince all pain is terrible to man, 

% Though tranſient, terrible; at % good hour, 
64 Gently, ah gently! lay me in my bed, Ss 
My cl/ay-cold-bed! by nature, now, ſo near; 


ce 
« 


ec 
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By nature, near; ſtill nearer by diſeaſe! 
Till then be this an emblem of my grave: 
Let it out-preach the preacher ; ev'ry night 
Let it out-cry the boy at Philip's ear; 
That tongue of death! that herald of the tomb! 
And when (the ſhelter of thy wing implor'd) 
My /en/es, ſooth'd, ſhall fink in ſoft repoſe; 
O ſink this truth ſtill deeper in my ſoul, 
Suggeſted by my pillow, ſign'd by Fate, 
Firlt, in Fate's volume, at the page of Man. 
Man's ſickly ſonl, though turn'd and toſs'd for ever, 
From fide to ſide, can reſt on nought but THEE ; 
Here, in full truſt : hereafter in full joy ; 
On Tux, the promis'd, ſure, eternal down 
Of ſpirits, toil'd in travel through this vale, 
Nor of hat pillow ſhall »zy ſoul deſpond: 
For—Love almighty ! Love almighty (ſing, 
Exult, Creation!) Love almighty reigns ! 
That death of Death / that cordial of De/par ! 
And loud ETERNITY's triumphant ſong ! 
„Of whom, no more:—for, O Thou ParrRon-Gop! 
Thou God, and Mortal! thence more Gop to man! 
Man's theme eternal! man's eternal theme! 
Taov canſt not "ſcape uninjur'd from our praife. 
Uninjur'd from our praiſe can Het eſcape, 
Who, diſemboſom'd from the Faturtr, bows 
The heav'n of heav'ns, to kiſs the diſtant earth! 
Breathes out in agonies a ſinleſs ſoul ! 
Againſt the cr, Death's iron ſceptre breaks! 
From famiſh'd Ruin plucks her human prey! 
Throws wide the gates celeſtial to his foes / 
Their gratitude, for ſuch a boundleſs debt, 
Deputes their Fring brothers to receive 

; 1 82 
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4% And, if deep human guilt in payment fats; 
* As deeper guilt prohibits our d-/pair ! 

« Injoins it, as our duty, to rejoice / 

* And, (to cloſe all), omnipotently kind, 

* * Takes his delights among the ſons of men.” 

What words are theſe? —And did they come from 
And were they ſpoke to man? to guilty man? [heay'n? 
What are all myſteries to love like this ? 

The ſong of angels, all the melodies 
Of choral gods, are wafted in the ſound ; 
Heal and exhilarate the broken heart, 
Though plung'd, before, in horrours dark as nj aht: 
Rich prelibation of conſummate joy! 
Nor wait we diſſolution to be bleſs'd. 
This final effort of the moral muſe, 
How juſtly + title Nor for me alone; 
For all that read; what ſpirit of ſupport, 
What heights of ConsoLaTION, crown my ſong ! 


Then, farewell, N16nrT! of darkneſs, now, no more. 


Joy breaks, ſhines, triumphs ; tis eternal day. 
Shall that which riſes out of 79yght com plain 
Of a few evils, paid with endleſs joys ? 

My ſoul! henceforth, in ſweeteſt union join 
The two ſupports of human happineſs, 

Which ſome, erroneous, think can never meet; 
True faſle of life, and conſtant thought of death ; 
The thought of death, ſole victor of its Het 
Hope be thy joy ; and probity thy Hill, 

Thy patron, HE, Whoſe diadem has dropp'd 
Yon gems of heav'n; Eternity, thy prize ; 

And leave the racers of the end their own, 
Their feather, and their froth, for endleſs toils : 


1 The Conſolation. 


* Prov. chap. viii. 
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They part with all for that which i not bread ; 
They mortify, they ſtarve, on wealth, fame, power ; 
And laugh to ſcorn the % 6 that aim at more. 
How muſt a ſpirit, late eſcap'd from earth, 
Suppoſe PILAN DER'Ss, Lucia's, or Nakrcissa's, 
The truth of things new-blazing in its eve, 

Look back, aſtoniſh'd, on the ways of men, 
Whoſe lives whole drifts is to forget their graves ! 
And when our preſent privilege is paſt, 

To ſcourge us with due ſenſe of its 44%, 

The ſume aſtoniſhment will ſeize us all. 

What then mait pain us, would preſerve us 70w. 
LoRENZo | *tis not yet too late: LorRExzo ! 
Seize wiſdom, ere 'tis torment to be wile ; 

That is, ſeize Wi/Yom, ere ſhe ſeizes 1hee. 

For, what, my ſmall philoſopher! is Yell? 

'Tis nothing, but full knowledge of the truth, 
When Truth, reſiſted long, is ſworn our foe ; 

And calls ETERNITY to do her right, 

Thus, Darzze/s ziding intellectual light, 

And ſacred S//ence whiſp'ring truths divine, 

And truths divine converting pain to peace, 

My ſong the midnight-raven has outwing'd, 

And ſhot, ambitious of unbounded ſcenes, 

Beyond the flaming limits of the world, 

Her gloomy flight. But what avails the flight 

Of Farcy, when our Hearts remain below? 

Virtue abounds in flatterers, and foes; 

'Tis pride, to praiſe her; penance, to perform. 
To more than words, to more than worth of tongue, 
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LoRENZo ! riſe, at this auſpicious hour; 

An hour, when heav'n's moſt intimate with man; 
When, like a falling ſtar, the ray divine 
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Glides ſwift into the boſom of the juſt ; 

And juſt are all, determin'd to reclaim ; 

Which ſets that high title, within thy reach. 
Awake, then: thy PnitanDER calls. Awake! 
Thou, who ſhalt wake, when the creation ſleeps ; 
When, like a taper, all theſe ſuns expire; 

When TIME, like him of Gaza in his wrath, 
Plucking the pillars that ſupport the world, 

In Nature's ample ruins lies entomb'd; 

And MiDnicnr, ###ver/al Midnight ! reigns. 
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SOME THOUGHTS, 


OCCASIONED BY 


TüuE PRESENT JUNCTURE®. 


INSCRIBED To 


THE DUKE or NEWCASTLE, 


OLLEs! immortal in far more than fame! 
Be thou illuſtrious in far more than power. 

Great things are ſmall, when greater riſe to view. 
Tho' ſtation'd high, and preſs'd with publick cares; 
Diſdain not to peruſe my ſerious ſong; _ 
Which, peradventure, may puſh by the world; 
Of a few moments rob Britannia's weal ; 
And leave Europa's councils leſs mature : 
For thou art noble, and the theme is great, 

Nor thall, or Europe, or Britannia, blame 
Thine abſent ear; but gain by the delay, 
Long-vers'd in ſenates and in cabinets, 

State's intricate demands and high debates! =- 
As thou of uſe to thoſe, ſo this to thee : 

And in a point that empire far outweighs, 

That far outweighs all Europe's thrones in one, 
Let greatneſs prove its title to be great. 


8 e 


8 Meaning the late rebellion in 174, . 33 
2 Have been omitted in all the late editions of the Night- 


25 Wopghrs J Fox \ dwexth wes, the ediror cannot conjecture.” 
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Tis power's ſupreme prerogative, to ſtamp 
On others minds, an image of its own. 
Bend the ſtrong influence of high-place, to ſtem 


The ſtream, that ſweeps away the country's weal ; 


The Stygian ſtream, the torrent of our guilt. 
Far, as thou mayſt, give life to Virtue's cauſe ; 
Let not the ties of perſonal regard 

* Betray the nation's trulis to feeble hands. 

Let not fomented flames of private pique 

Prey on the vitals of the publick good. 

Let not our ſtreets with blaſphemies reſound ; 


Nor lewdneſs whiſper, where the laws can reach, 


Let not beſt laws, the wiſdom of our fires, 
Turn ſatires on their ſunk, degenerate ſons, 
The baſtards of their blood ! and ſerve no point, 
But, with more emphaſis, to call them fools, 
Let not our rank enormities unhinge 
Britannia's welfare from pI VIX E ſupport. 

Such deeds the miniſter, the prince, adorn: 
No power is ſhewn, but in ſuch deeds as theſe; 


All, all, is impotence, but acting right; 


To prince and people thou of equal zeal ! 

Be it, henceforward, but thy ſecond care, 

To grace thy country, and ſupport the throne; 
Though this ſapported, that adorn'd, ſo well. 
A throne ſuperiour our firſt homage claims; 
To Cæſar's Cæſar our firſt tribute due; 


A tribute which, unpaid, makes ſpacious wrong, 


And ſplendid acrilege, of all beſide; 
huſtrious follows; we maſt, firſt, be juſt ; 
"And what lo jaſt, as awe for the SUPREME? 

Lefs fear we ragged ruffians of the north, 
un Virtue's well - clad rebels, nearer home; 


And where's the ſtateſman, but would ſhew his power ? 
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Leſs, Loyola's diſguis'd, all-aping ſons, 

Than traitors lurking in our appetites | 

Leſs, all the legions Seine, and Tagus, ſend, | 10 

Than unrein'd paſſions ruſhing on our peace: : 

Yon ſavage mountaineers are tame, to thefe, 

Againſt theſe rioters, ſend forth the laws, 

And break to Reaſon's yoke their wild careers. 2; 4 Mref 
PRUDENCE, for all things, points the proper hour, ih | 

Though ſome ſeem more importunate, and great. 8 

Though Britain's generous views, and intereſts, ſpread 

Beyond the narrow circle of her ſhores, 

And their grand entries make on diſtant lands : 

Though BrrTariN's genius the wide waves beſtrides, 

And, like a vaſt Coloſſus, tow'ring ſtands 

With one foot planted on the continent ; 

Yet be not wholly wrapp'd in publick cares. = 

Though ſuch high cares ſhould call, as call'd of late, 

The cauſe of kings, and emperors, adjourn ; 

And Evurovre's little balance drop a while; 

For greater, drop it: ponder, and adjuſt, 

The rival intereſts, and contending claims, . 

Of Life, and Death ; of now, and of for ever; 

Sublimeſt theme! and needful as ſublime. 

Thus great Er1za's oracles renown'd, [beaſts 1 Ky, 

Thus WartsINGRAM, and RALEIGH, (Britain's 

Thus every ſtateſman, thought, that erer dy d. 

There's inſpiration in a ſable hour; 

And Death's approach makes politicians wiſe. 
When, thunderſtruck, that eagle, Woolſey, FLY * 

When royal favour, as an ebbing ſea, 

Like a leyiathan, his grandeur left, 

His gaſping grandeur ! naked on the ſtrand; . 

Naked of human, doubtful of divine 9 7 

ee; no more wallowing i in his wealth} © 4 
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A parliament, ſo principled, will fink 
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Spouting proud foams of inſolence no more; 

On what, then, ſmote his heart, uncardinal'd, 
And ſunk beneath the level of a man ? 

Ox the grand article, the ſum of things ! 

The point of the firſt magnitude! That point, 
Tubes, movnted in a court, but rarely reach ? 
Some painted cloud {till intercepts their ſight. 
Firſt, right to judge; then chooſe ; then perſevere, 
Stedfaſt, as if a crown, or miſtreſs, call'd ; — 
Theſe, theſe are politicks will ſtand the tell, 
When finer politicks their maſters ſting ; 

And ſtateſmen fain would ſhrink to common men. 
Theſe, theſe are politicks will anſwer, now, 
(When common men would fain to ſtateſmen ſwell), 
Beyond a Machiavel's or Tencin's ſcheme. 

All ſafety reſts on honeſt counſels: theſe 
Immortalize the ſtateſman, bleſs the ſtate, 

Make the prince triumph, and the people ſmile ; 
In peace, rever'd: or terrible, in arms, 
Cloſe-leagu'd with an invincible ally ; 

Which honeſt counſels never fail to fix 

In favour of an unabandon'd land; 

A land—that ſtarts at ſuch a land as this. 


All ancient ſchools of empire in diſgrace ; 
And Britain's glory, riling from the dead, 
Will fill the world, loud Fame's ſuperiour fong. 

| Britain That word pronounc'd, is an alarm: 
Ft warms the blood, though frozen in our veins 3 ; 
Awakes the ſoul, and ſends her to the field, 
Enamour'd of the glorious face of death. 
Britain There's noble mages | in the ſound. 
O what illuſtrious images ariſe ? 2 = 
2 round me, blaze the pomps of var, 
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By ſea, by land, at home, in foreign climes, 

What full-blown laurels, on our fathers brows ? 

Ye radiant trophies ! and imperial ſpoils! 

Ye ſcenes !—Aſtoniſhing to modern ſight ! 

Let me, at leaſt, enjoy you in a dream. 

Why vaniſh ? Stay, ye godlike ſtrangers ! ſtay. 
Strangers I wrong my countrymen, They awake; 
High beats the pulſe; the noble pulſe of war 

Beats to that ancient meaſure, that grand march, 
Which then prevail'd, when Britain higheſt ſoar'd, 
And ev'ry battle paid for heroes ſlain. 

No more our great forefathers {tain our cheeks 
With bluſhes : their renown, our ſhame, no more. 
In military garb, and ſudden arms, 

Up ſtarts Old Britain; croſiers are laid by; 

Trade wields the ſword ; and Agriculture leaves 
Her half-turn'd furrow : other harveſts fire 

A nobler avarice, avarice renown |! I. 
And Jaurels are the growth of every field. 

In diſtant courts 1s our communion felt ; 

And, leſs like gods, fit monarchs on their thrones, 
What arm can want, or ſinews, or ſucceſs, | 
Which, lifted from an honeſt heart, deſcends, 
With all the weight of Britiſh wrath, to cleave 
The Papal mitre, or the Gallick chain, 

At every ſtroke; and ſave a ſinking land? 

Or death or victory muſt be reſolv'd; l 
E dream of mercy, O how tame! how mad! 
Where, o'er black deeds, the crucifix diſplay- d, 
Fools think heav'n purchas'd by the blood they ſhed; 
By giving, not ſupporting, pains and death 
'Nar-funple death ! where they the greateſt faints, 
Who maſt ſubdue all tenderneſs of heart; 


Malene in torture! Where, in zeal to kin, * 
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Whoſe darling title is The Prince of Peace, A 
The beſt turn ruthleſs butchers, for our ſakes; R 
| To fave us in a world, they recommend, 2 
And yet forbear; themſelves with earth content; * 
| What modeſty ?—Such virtues Rome adorn ! ng | 
| And chiefly thoſe who Rome's firſt honours wear, 5 
| Whoſe name. from Jeſus, and whoſe art from hell. B 
And ſhall a Pope-bred princeling crawl aſhore, 880 
| Replete with venom, guiltleſs of a ſting, 12 
| And whiſtle cut-throats, with thoſe ſwords that ſcrap'd | I 
| Their barren rocks for wretched ſuſtenance, Wo: 
To cut his paſſage to the Britiſh throne ! A 
One that has ſuck'd in malice with his milk, Th 
Malice to Britain, Liberty, and "Truth ? Thi 
Leſs ſavage was his brother-robber's nurſe. Sift 
The howling nurſe of plundering Romulus Lik 
Ere yet, far worſe than Pagan harbour d there. ä FOR 
Hail to the brave. Be Britain BNITAIX {lil ; Wit 
Britain! high-favour'd of indulgent heaven! Wh 
Nature's anointed empreſs of the deep! 4 : 
The nurſe of merchants, who can purchaſe crowns ! v9 0 
+ Supreme in commerce! that exuberant ſource Why) 
Of wealth, the nerve of war ; of wealth, the blood, And 
The circling current in a nation's veins, SEN 
To ſet high-bloom on the fair face of Peace 13 
This, once, ſo celebrated ſeat of power, Whe 
From which eſcap'd, the mighty Cztar triumph'd ! 4 In 
Of Gallick lilies, this eternal blaſt ! 0 Ein z 
This terrour of Armadas ! this true bolt 72 
Ethereal temper'd, to repreſs the vain, | 70 Ie * 
; | les 
Salmonean thunders from the- Papal chair ! | v., 
This ſmall iſle, wide-realm'd monarchs eye with awe! WW Work 
Which ſays, to their ambition's foaming waves, | Bur b 


% Thus far, nor farther.” Let her hold in life 
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Nought dear, disjoin'd from freedom and renown ; 
Renown, our anceſtors great legacy, 
To be tranſmitted to their lateſt ſons. 
By thoughts inglorious, and Unbritiſh deeds, 
Their cancell'd will is impiouſly profan'd ; 
Inhumanly diſturb'd their ſacred duſt. 

Their ſacred duſt with recent laurels crown, 
By your own valour won. This ſacred iſle, 
Cut from the continent, that world of flaves : 
This temple, built by heaven's peculiar care, 
In a receſs from the contagious world, 
With Ocean pour'd around it for its guard, 
And dedicated, long, to Liberty. 
That health, that ſtrength, that bloom of civil life ! 
This temple of ftill more divine ; of faith 
Sifted from errours, purify'd by flames, 
Like gold, to take anew Truth's heavenly ſtamp, 
And (riſing both in luſtre and in weight) 
With her bleſs'd maſter's unmaim'd image ſhine 
Why ſhould ſhe longer droop ? why longer act 
As an accomplice with the plots of Rome? 
Why longer lend an edge to Bourbon's ſword ; 
And give him leave, among his daſtard troops, 
To muſter that ſtrong ſuccour, ALston's CRIMES, 
Send his ſelf-impotent Ambition aid, | 
And crown the conqueſts of her fierceſt foes ? 
Where are her foes moſt fatal? Bluſhing Truth bes 
“In her friends vices“ —with a ſigh replies. 12 FE DE 
Etppire, on Virtue's rock, unſhaken ſtands ; " , & Jef 
Fix, as the billows, when in vice diſſolv'd. | 
If heav'n reclaims us by the ſcourge of war, 
What thanks are due to Paris, and Ma# rid ? 
Would they a Revolution—Aid their aim; 
But be their revolutian—in our hearts! 
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Wouldft thou (whoſe hand is at the helm) the bark, 


The ſhaken bark of Britain, ſhould out-ride 
The preſent blaſt ? and ev'ry future ſtorm ? 
Give it that balaſt, which alone has weight 


With HIM, whom wind, and waves, and war, obey, 


Perſiſt. Are others ſubtil ? thou be wiſe; 
Above the Florentine's, court-ſcience raiſe ; 
Stand forth a patriot of the moral world; 
The pattern, and the patron, of the juſt. 
Thus ſtrengthen Britain's military ſtrength; 
Give its own terrour to the ſword ſhe draws. 


Aſk you, © What mean I ?” The moſt obvious truth 


Armies and fleets alone ne'er won the day. 

When our proud arms are once diſarm'd ; diſarm'd 
Of aid from HIM, by whom the mighty fall ; 
Of aid from HIM, by whom the feeble ſtand ; 
Who takes away the keeneſt edge of battle, 

Or gives the ſword commiſſion to deſtroy ; 

Who blaſts, or bids the martial laurel bloom ; — 
Emaſculated, then, moſt manly might; 

Or, though the might remains, it nought avails : 
Then wither*d weakneſs foils the ſinewy arm 

Of man's meridian and high-hearted power: 

Our naval thunders, and our tented fields, 

With travell'd banners fanning ſouthern climes, 


What do they? This; and more, what can it do ? 


ap'd the meaſure of a Kingdom's crimes, 
moſt dauntleſs, the firſt plume of war; 


= When 
The prix 


By ſuch bold inroads into foreign lands, 
Such elongation of our armaments, | 
But ſtretches out the guilty nation's neck, 
While heaven commands lier executioner, 
Some leſs abandon' d nation, to diſcharge _ 
Her full ripe vengeance in a final blow; 
# oe 
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And tell the world,“ Not ſtrong is human ſtrength 
«& And that the proudeſt empire holds of heav'n.” 

O BxITaln! often refcu'd, often crown'd, 
Beyond thy merit, or molt ſanguine hopes, 
With all that's great in war, or ſweet in peace! 
Know from what ſource thy ſignal bleſſings flow. 
Though bleſs'd with ſpirits ardent in the field, 
Though cover'd various oceans with thy fleets, 
Though fenc'd with rocks, and moated by the main, 
Thy truſt repoſe in a far ſtronger guard; 

In HIM, who thee, though naked, could defend ; 
Tho' weak, could ſtrengthen; ruin'd, could reſtore. 
How oft, to tell what arm defends thine iſle, 
To gnard her welfare, and yet check her pride, 

Have the winds ſnatch'd the victory from war ? 
Or, rather, won the day, when war deſpair'd ? 
How oft has providential ſuccour aw'd, 
Aw'd, while it bleſs'd ns, conſcious of our guilt ? 
Struck dead all confidence in human aid, | 
And while we triumph'd, made us tremble too? 
Well may we tremble now ! what manners ren 
But wherefore alk we, when a true reply 
Would thock too much ? Kind heav'n avert events, 
Whoſe fatal nature might reply too plain ! 
Haven's half-barr'd arm of vengeance bas been way'd 
In northern ſkies; and pointed to the ſouth. 
Vengeance delay'd, but gathers, and ferments 
More formidably blackens in the wind ; 
Brews dceper draughts of unrelenting wrath, 
And higher charges the ſuſpended Races, 
© That, publick vice portends a publick fall' — 
Is this conjecture of adyent' rous thought ? 
Or Nous coward's pulpit-cuthion'd dream? 
. r PD d 12 3 
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Far from it. This is certain; that is fate. 
What fays Experience, in her awful chair 

Of ages, her authentick annals ſpread 

Around her? What ſays Reaſon eagle-ey'd ? 
Nay, what ſays Common Senfe, with common care 
Weighing events, and cauſes, in her ſcale ? 

All give one verdict ; one deciſion fign; 

And this the ſentence, Delphos could not mend: 
« Whatever ſecondary props may riſe 

« From politicks, to build the publick peace, 

4 The baſis is, the manners of the land. 

ec When rotten theſe, the politician's wiles 

ce Bat ſtruggle with deſtruction ; as a child 

6c With giants huge; or giants with a Jove. 
6e The ſtateſman's arts to conjure up a peace, 

c Or military phantoms, void of force, 

t But ſcare away the vultures for an hour; 

cc The ſcent cadaverous (for oh! how rank 


cc The ſtench of profligates ?) ſoon lures them back; 


& On the proud flutter of a Gallick wing 
& Soon they return; ſoon make their full deſcent ; 
4 Soon glut their rage, and riot in their ruin; 
« Their idols grac'd, and gorgeous with our ſpoils ; 
« Of univerſal empire ſure prefage ? 
Fe Till now repell'd by ſeas of Britiſh blood.“ 
And whence the manners of the multitude ? 
The colour of their manners, black, or fair, 
Falls from above; from the complexion falls 
Of ſtate-OTHeELLos, or white-men in power; 


And from the greater height example fails, 75 TY 


Greater the weight, and deeper its impreſs: : 
In ranks 1 inferiour, paſſive to the ſtrke 
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From the court - mint, of hearts the current coln;. © 
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What bonds, then, bonds how manifold, and ſtrong 
To duty, double duty, tie the great ? 

And are there SamsoNns that can burſt them all ? 
Ves; and great minds that ſtand in need of none; 
Whole pulſe beats virtue, and whoſe generous blood 
Aids mental motives, to puſh on renown, 

In emulation of their glorious fires, 

From whom rolls down the conſecrated ſtream. 

Some ſow good ſeed in the glad people's hearts ; 
Some curſed tares, like Satan in the text; 

This makes a foe molt fatal to the tate ; 

A foe, who (like a wizard in his cell) 

In his dark cabinet of crooked ſchemes, 
Reſembling Cuma's gloomy grot, the forge 

Of boaſted oracles, and real lies, 

(Aided, perhaps, by ſecond-f1ghred Scots, 

French Magi, relicks riding polt from Rome, 

A Gothick hero“ riſing from the dead, 

And changing for ſpruce plaid his dirty ſhroud, 
With faccour, ſuitable, from lower {till ; ) 

A foe, who, theſe concurring to the charm, 
Excites thoſe ſtorms that ſhall o'ertura the ſtate ; 
Rend up her ancient honours by the root, 

And lay the boaſt of ages, the rever'd 

Of nations, the dear-bought, with ſumleſs wealth, 
And blood illuſtrious, (ſpite of her La Hogues, 
Her Creſſis, and her Blenheims), in the duſt, 

How muſt this ſtrike a horrour through the breaſt, 
Through ev'ry gen'rous breaſt, where honour reigns ?- 
Through ev'ry breaſt where honour claims a ſhare ? : 
5 Ta, and through ev'ry breaſt of honour void ? 
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This thought might animate the dregs of men ; 

Ferment them into ſpirit ; give them fire | 

To tight the cauſe, the black, opprobrious cauſe, 

Foul core of all ! corruption at our hearts. 

What wrecks of empire has the ſtream of Time 

Swept, with their vices, from the mountain's height 

Of grandeur deify*d by half mankind, 

To dark Oblivion's melancholy lake, 

Or flagrant Infamy's eternal brand ? 

Thoſe names, at which ſurrounding nations ſhook, 

Thoſe names ador'd; a nuiſance ! or, forgot! 

Nor this the caprice of a doubtful dve ; 

But Nature's courſe ; no ſingle chance againſt it, 
For know, my Lord! 'tis writ in adamant : 

*Tis fix'd, as is the baſis of the world, 

Whoſe kingdoms ſtand, or fall, by the decree. 


What ſaw theſe eyes, ſurpris'd ? Vet why ſurpris'd ?— 


For aid divine the criſis ſeem'd to call; 

And how divine was the monition given ? 

As late, I walk'd the night in troubled thonght, 
My peace diſturb'd by rumours from the north; 
While thunder, o'er my head, portentous, roll'd ; 
As giving ſignal of ſome ſtrange event; 

And Ocean groan'd, beneath, for her he lov'd, 
AL810N the fair! ſo long his empire's queen, 
Whoſe reign is, now, contcited by her foes ; 
On her white cliffs (a tablet broad, and bright, 
Strongly reflecting the pale lunar ray ;) 

By Fate's own iron pen, I ſaw it writ, 

And thus the title ran : 


The STATESMAN's CREED. 


% Le ſtates! and empires! nor of empires leaſt, 4 4 
4% Tho leaſt in ſize, hear, BRITAIN thou whole lots 
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Whoſe final lot is in the balance laid! 


Irreſolutely play the double ſcales, [me. 
Nor know'{t thou which will win. Know, then, from 
As govern'd well, Or il, ſtates ſtk, or rije * 
State=min1::ers, as zpriz't, or 091rupt, 

Are bali, or p9:/on, in a nation's veins 

Aeaith or dijiemper ; haſten or retard, 

The period of her pride, her du; of doom: 

And though, for reaſons obvious to tile wiſe, 


Juſt PxOVICGBENCE deals otherwiſe witi nen, 


Yet believe, BariroNs! nor 700 wate believe, 
Tis 1ix'd by Fate, irrevocably, tix'd: LUDPEATRH.“ 
VIRTUE, AND VICE, AKE EPIRKE'S LIFE AND 


ow 


Thus it is written.—-Heard you not a groan ? 
Is BRITAINS on her deathbed - No; 


that groan 


Was utter'd by her foes. —But ſoon the ſcale, 
If this divine monition is deſpis'd, 


May turn againit us. 


Read it, ye who rule! 


With reverence, read; with ſtedfaſtneſs, believe; 
With courage, act, as ſuch belief inſpires: 

Then ſhall your glory ſtand like Fare's decree 
Then ſliall your names in adamant be writ, 

In records that dety the tooth of Time; 

By nations ſav d, reſounding your applauſe. 


While deep beneath your monument's proud baſe, 


In black Oblivion's kennel, ſhall be trod, 

Their execrable names, who, high in power, 
And deep in guilt, molt ominouſly ſhine, 

(The meteors of the itate ), give Vice her head, 
To licence lewd let looſe the publick reign ;- 


Quench ev'ry ſpark of conſcience in the land, 
Aud triumph in the profligate applauſe: 1 


Ar Whg. to the firſt bidder ſell their ſouls; 
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Their country fell ; ſell all their fathers bought, 
With funds exhauſted, and exhauſted veins, 

To dzmons by his Holineſs oxDain'd 

To propagate the goſpel—penn'd at Roux; 
Hawk'd, through the world, by conſecrated bulls ; 
And how illuſtrated ?— by Smithfield flames: 

Who plunge (but not like Curtius) down the gulf, 
Down narrow-minded Self's voracious gulf, 


Which gapes, and ſwallows all they ſwore to ſave ; 


Hate all, that lifted heroes into gods, 

And hug the horrours of a victor's chain: 

Of bodies politick that deſtin'd hell, 

Inflicted here, ſince here their beings end; 

That vengeance, ſoon or late ordain'd to fall, 

And fall from foes deteſted and deſpis'd, 

On diſbelievers - of the Stateſman's creed. 
Note here, my Lord! (unnoted yet it lies 

By moſt, or all), thefe truths political 

Serve more than publick ends: this crecd of ſtates 

Seconds, and, irreſiſtibly, ſupports, 


The Chriſtian creed. Are you ſurpris'd ?—Attend, 


And on the Stateſman's build a nobler name. 
This punctual juſlice exercis'd on ſtates, 

With which authentick chronicle abounds, 

As all men know, and therefore Musi believe; 

This vengeance pour'd on nations ripe in guilt, 

Pour'd on them here, where only they exit; 

What is it, but an argument of ſenſe, 

Or, rather, demonſtration, to ſupport 


Our feeble faith. That they who ſtates compofe, 
% That men, who ſtand not bounded by the grave, 1 
« Shall mee: like meaſure at their proper hour? PR. 


For G6d is equal; fimilarly deals 
| With 1 and perſons; or he were not God: 
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Which means, a re&itude immutable, 
A patron ſure of univerſal right. 
What, then, ſhall reſcue an abandon'd man ? 
Nothing, it is reply'd. Reply 'd, by whom? 
Reply'd by politicians, well as prieſts: 
Writ ſacred ſet aſide, mankind's own writ, 
The whole world's annals ! theſe pronounce his doom - 

Thus (what might ſeem a daring paradox) 
Even politicks advance divinity : 
True maſters there, are better ſcholars here. 
Who travel hiſtory, in queſt of ſchemes 
To govern nations, or (perhaps) oppreſs, 
May there ſtart truths that other aims inſpire ; 
And, like Candace's eunuch, as they read, 
By providence, turn Chriſtians on their road ; 
Digging for filver, they may ſtrike on gold ; 
May be ſurpris'd with better than they fought, 
And entertain an angel unawares. 

Nor is divinity ungrateful found. 
As politicks advance divinity 
Thas, 1n return, divinity promotes 
True politicks, and crowns the ſtateſman's praiſe, 
All wiſdom are but branches of the chief, 
And ſtateſmen ſound but ſhoots of honeſt men. 
Are this world's witchcrafts pleaded, in excuſe 
For deviations from our moral line ? 
This, and the next world, view'd with ſuch an exe, 
As ſuits a ſtateſman, ſuch as keeps in view 
His own exaltcd ſcience, both conſpire 
To recommend, and fix us in, the right, 
If we regard the politicks of heaven, 
The grand adminiſtration of the whole, 
What's the next world ! A ſupplement of this. 


OF bout it, Juſtice is defective here: 


% 
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Juſt as to ſtates, defective as to men: A 
If ſo, what is this world? (As ſure as right Sc 
Sits in heaven's throne), a prophet of the next. N 
Prize you the prophet? Then believe him too; N 
His prophecy more precious, than his ſmile. 
How comes it then to paſs, with moſt on earth, In 
That this ſhould charm us, that ſhould diſcompoſe ? A: 
Long as the ſtateſman finds this caſe his own, 
So long his politicks are incomplete : A1 
In danger, he, nor is the nation ſafe ; T 
But ſoon mult rue his inauſpicious power. s 
What hence reſults? A truth that ſhould reſound Le 
For ever awful in B&ITANNIA'S ear: Le 
© Religion crowns the ſtateſman, and the man; W 
„ Sole ſource of publick, and of private peace.” T] 
This truth all men muſt own ; and therefore will ; So 
And praiſe, and preach it too:—and, when that's done, 7. 
Their compliment is paid, and 'tis forgot. | So 
What highland pole-ax halt fo deep can wound ? Ut 
But how dare I, ſo mean, preſume ſo far ? IHE. 
Aflume my ſeat in the dictator's chair ? | Hi 
Pronounce, predict, (as if indeed inſpir'd), W 
Promulge my cenſures, lay out all my throat, mo 
Till hoarſe, in clamour on enormous crimes? _ Ye 


Two mighty columns riſe in my ſupport ; 

In their more awful and authentick voice, 

RECORD profane, and ſacred, drown the muſe, 
Though loud; and tar out-threat her threat'ning ſong. 
Still farther, HoLLes ! ſuffer me to plead, 

That I ſpeak freely, as I ſpeak to thee. ' 


Guilt only ſtartles at the name of guilt ; 
And Truth, plain Truth, is welcome to the wiſe. 


Thus, what ſeem'd my preſumption, is thy praiſe. . 
Praiſe, and immortal praiſe, is Virtue's claim; 


7 —_ 
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And Virtue's ſphere is action: yet we grant 
Some merit to the trumpet's loud alarm, 
Whoſe clangour kindles cowards into men. 
Nor ſhall the verſe (perhaps) be quite forgot, 
Which talks of immortality, and bids, 
In every Britiſh breaſt, true glory riſe, 
As, now, the warbling lark awakes the morn. 

To cloſe, my Lord! with that which all ſhould cloſe) 
And all begin, and ſtrike us every honr, 
Though no war wak'd us, no black tempeſt frown'd ;— 
THE morning riſes gay; yet gayeſt morn 
Leſs glorious, after night's incumbent ſhades ; 
Leſs glorious far, bright Nature, rich-array'd 
With golden robes, in all the pomp of noon, 
Than the firſt fecble dawn of MoRaL day: 
Sole day (let thoſe, whom ſtateſmen ſerve, attend), 
Though the ſun ripens diamonds for their crowns, 
Sole day, worth his regard, whom heav'n ordains, 
Undarken'd, to behold noon dark ; and date, 
From the ſun's death, and every planet's fall, 
His all-illuſtrious and eternal year ; 
Where ſtateſmen, and their monarchs, (names of awe 
And diſtance here!), ſhall rank with common men; 
Yet own their glory never dawn'd before. 


October, 1745. 
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| * * Hrice happy Job long liv'd in regal ſtate, 


| Nor ſaw the ſumptuous Eaſt a prince ſo great; 
Whoſe worldly ſtores in ſuch abundance flow'd, 
-- Whoſe heart with ſuch exalted virtue glow'd. 


At length misfortunes takes their turn to reign, 
And ills on ilts ſucceed; a dreadful train! 

What now but deaths, and poverty, and wrong, 
'Thecſword wide-waſting, the reproachful tongue, 


And ſpotted plagues, that mark'd his limbs all o'er 


Zo thick with pains, they wanted room for more? 
A change ſo ſad what mortal heart could bear? 
Exhauſted wo had left him nought to fear; 

But gave him all to grief. Low carth he preſs'd, 
Wept in the duſt, and ſorely ſmote his breaſt, 
His friends around the deep affliction mourn'd, 
Felt all his pangs, and groan for groan return'd ; 
In anguiſh of their hearts their mautles rent, 
And ſev'n long days in ſolemn ſilence ſpent; 

A debt of rev'rence to diſtreſs ſo great 


Then Job contain'd no more; but curs'd his fat 1 


His day of birth, its inaufpicious hght, - r 


15 . 


Hie wishes ſunk in ſhades of endleſs night, 1 71 127 5 0 | 


And blotted from the ed nor fears to. crave... 5 5 
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That ſeat of peace, that manſion of repoſe, 
Where reſt and mortals are no loger focs ; 
Where counſellors are huſh'd, and mighty Kings 


(O happy turn!) no more are wretched things. 


His words were daring, and diſpleas'd' his friends ; 


His conduct they reprove, and he defence 5 
And now they kindled into warm debate, 

And ſentiments oppos'd with equaFf Wor; * 
Fix'd in opinion, both refuſe to yield, 

And ſummon all their reaſon to the field : 

So high at length their arguments were wrought, 
They reach'd the laſt extent of human thought : 
A pauſe enſu'd. When, lo! heav'n interpos'd, 
And awfully the long contention clos'd. 

Full o'er their heads, with terrible ſurpriſe, 

A ſudden whirlwind blacken'd ali the ſkies : 


(They ſaw and trembled ') From the darkneſs brain. 


A dreadinl voice, and thus th' Almighty ſpoke. 


Cenſures my conduct, and reproves my reign ? 

Lifts up his thought agzinſt me from the duſt, 

And tells the world's Creator what is juſt ? 

Of late fo brave, now lift a dauntleſs eye, 

Face my demand, and give it a reply: 

Where didſt thou dwell at Nature's early birth! 
Who laid foundations for the ſpacious Earth ? 
Who on the ſurface did extend the line, 

Its form determine, and its bulk confine ?. 

Who fix d the corner-ſtone ? What hand, declare, 8 
Hung i it on nonght, and faſten'd it in air; 0 
When the bright morning- tas in covcert. ſung, 


When heav'n's high arch-with loud -hoſannas rung ; IY 


Wit Facating ſons of God the triumph crown. * 3 
Lk * Wide concave thunder” d with the-ſoubd Uh" 
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Who gives his tongue a looſe fo bold and vain, 7 
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Earth's num'rous kingdoms, haſt thou view'd them all! 
And can thy ſpan of knowledge graſp the ball? 
Who heav'd the mountain, which ſublimely ſtands, 
And caſts its ſhadow into diſtant lands? 

Who, ſtretching forth his ſceptre o'er the deep, 
Can that wild world in due ſubjection keep? 

I broke the globe, I ſcoop'd its hallow'd ſide, 

And did a baſon for the floods provide; 

I chain them with my word; the boiling ſea, 
Work'd up in tempeſls, hears my great decree; 

© Thus far, thy floating tide ſhall be convey'd; 

«& And here, O main, be thy proud billows ſtaid.” 

Haſt thou explor'd the ſecrets of the deep, 
Where, ſhut from uſe, unnamber'd treaſures ſleep ; 
Where, down a thouſand fathoms from the day, 
Springs the great fountain, mother of the ſea ? 
Thoſe gloomy paths did thy bold foot e'er tread, 
Whole worlds of waters rolling o'er thy head ? 

Hath the cleft centre open'd wide to thee ? 
Death's inmoſt chambers didſt thou ever fee ? 

F'er knock at his tremendous gate. and wade 

To the black portal through th' incumbent ſhade ? 
Deep are thoſe ſhades ; but ſhades {till deeper hide 
My counſels from the ken of human pride. 

Where dwells the light ? in what refulgent dome? 
And where has darkneſs made her diſmal home ? 
Thou know ' ſt, no doubt, ſince thy large heart is fraught 
Witch ripen'd wiſdom through long ages brought, 
Since Nature Was call'd forth when thou waſt 5 
| And into being role beneath thine eye ! Is 

Are miſts begotten ? Who their father ce 
en whom deſcend the pearly drops of dew/#=73,” *:/! 
0 bind the ſtream by night, what hand e can 0 58 : 
"Or whiten morning, with the hoary froſßgz 24 5 
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Whoſe pow'rful breath, from northern regions blown, 
Touches the ſea, and-turns it into ſtone ? 
A ſudden deſert ſpreads o'er realms defac'd, 
And lays one half of the creation waſlte ? 
Thou know'it me not; thy blindneſs cannot ſee. 
How vail a diitance parts thy God from thee. 
Canſt thou in winrlwinds mount aloft ? Canſt thou 
In clouds and darkneſs wrap thy awful brow ? _ 
.And, when day triumphs in meridian light, 
Put forth thy hand, and hade the world with night! 
Who lanch'd the clouds in air, and bid them roll 
Suſpended ſeas aloft, from pole to pole ? 
Who can refreſh the burning ſandy plain, 
And quench the ſummer with a waſte of rain ? 
Who in rough deſerts, far from human toil, 
Made rocks bring forth, and deſolation ſmile ? 
There blooms the roſe, where human. face ne'er ſhone, 
And ſpreads its beauties to the ſun alone.. 
To check the ſhow'r, who lifts his hand on high, 
And ſhuts the fluices of th' exhauſted ſky, 
When earth no longer mourns her gaping veins, 
Her naked mountains, and her ruflet plains ; | 
But, new in life, a cheerful proſpect yieids 
Of ſhining rivers, and of verdant fields ; 
When groves and foreſts laviſh all their bloom, 
And earth and heaven are fill'd with rich perfume. 
Haſt thou e'er ſcal'd my wint'ry {kies, and ſeen 
Of hail and ſnows my northern magazine? 
Theſe the dread treaſures of mine anger are, 
My fund of vengeance for the day of war, 
+ When clouds rain death, and ſtorms, at my command, 
5 se through the world, or waſte a eue lng. 
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Who taught the rapid winds to fly ſo faſt, 


Or ſhakes the centre with his eaſtern blaſt? . 
Who from the ſkies can a whole deluge pour ? 


Who ſtrikes throngh Nature with the ſolemn roar 
Of dreadful thunder, points it where to fall, 

And in fierce lightning wraps the flying ball! | 
Not he who trembles at the darted fires, | 1 
Falls at the ſound, and in the fam expires. 

Who drew the comet out to ſuch a ſize, 4 
And pour'd his flaming train o'er half the ſkies? | 
Did thy reſentment hang him out ? Does he 
Glare on the nations, and denounce, from thee ? 

Who on low earth can moderate the rain, 

That guides the ſtars along th' ethereal plain ? 
Appoint their ſeaſons, and direct their courſe, 
Their luſtre brighten, and ſupply their force ? 
Canſt thou the ſkies benevolence reſtrain, 

And cauſe the Pleiades to ſhine in vain? 

Or, when Cr: a ſparkles from liis ſphere, 
Thaw 1':< cold ſeaſon, and unbind the year? 
Bid Mazzaroth his deſtin'd ſtation know, 

And teach the bright Arcturus where to glow ? 
Mine is the Night, with all her ſtars; I pour 
Myriads, and myriads I reſcrve in ſtore. 

Doſt thou prononuce where day-light ſhall be born, 
And draw the purple curtain of the morn; 
Awake the ſun, and bid him come away, 

And glad thy world with his obſequious ray ? 
Flac on. inthron 'd in flaming glory, driv'n 

Tpumphant round the ſpacious ring of heav'n? 2 Is 
Fed of light, what hand ſo far diſplay . 
Th em earth Ties bailing in the blaze L. 8 

"Who At tie foul will ber rich pow'rs inv "I 
© dal Var up reaſon | in the human breat7, 2 
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To ſhine, with freſh increaſe of luſtre, bright, 
When ſtars and ſun are ſet in endleſs night ? 
To theſe my various queſtions make reply. 

Th' Almighty ſpoke ; and ſpeaking, ſhook the ſky. 
What then Chaldean fire, was thy ſurpriſe ! 

Thus thou, with trembling heart, and downcaſt exes: 

“Once and again, which 1 in groans deplore, 

My tongue has err'd ; but ſhall preſume no more, 

My voice is in eternal filence bound, 

And all my ſoul falls proſtrate to the ground.“ 

He ceas'd : when, lo! again th' Almighty ſpoke; _ 
The ſame dread voice from the black whirlwind broke. 

Can that arm meafure with an arm divine? 

And canſt thou thunder with a voice like mine? 
Or in the hollow of thy hand contain 

The bulk of waters, the wide-ſpreading main, 

When, mad with tempeſts, all the the billows riſe 

In all their rage, and daſh the diſtant ſkies ? 

Come forth, in beauty's excellence array'd ; 

And be the grandeur of thy pow'r diſplay'd;. 

Put on omnipotence, and frowning make 

The ſpacious round of the creation ſhake ; 

Diſpatch thy vengeance, bid it overthrow 

Triumphant vice, lay loſty tyrants low, 

And crumble them to duſt. When this is d lone, 

I grant thy ſafety lodg'd in thee alone; 

Of thee thou art, and mayſt undaunted ſtand. 
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Rr the buckler of thine own right Hand. +4 
Fond man! the viſion of a moment made! : 
Dream of a dream! and ſhadow of a ſhade! * - _* 


What worlds haſt thou produc'd, what creatures obs 
. cherith'd, that thy God i is blam T8 
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When pain'd with hunger, the wild raven's brood 
Calls upon God, importunate for food, 
Whb hears their cry, who grants their hoarſe requeſt, 
And-{tills the clamour of the craving neſt ? 

Who in the cruel oſtrich has ſubdu'd 
A. parent's'care, and fond inquietude ? 
While far ſhe flies, her ſcatter'd eggs are found, 


Without an owner, on the ſandy ground; 
* Caſt out on fortune, they at mercy lie, 


And borrow life from an indulgent ſky ; 
Adopted by the ſun, in blaze of day, 
They ripen under his prolifick ray. 


” Unmindful ſhe, that ſome unhappy tread 


May cruſli her young in their neglected bed. 
What time ſhe ſkims along the field with ſpeed, 
She ſcorns the rider, and purſuing fteed. 

How rich the peacock ! what bright glories run 
From plume to plume, and vary in the ſun ! 


He proudly ſpreads them to the golden ray, 
- Gives all his colours, and adorns the day ; 


With conſcious ſtate the ſpacious round diſplays, 
And flowly moves amid the waving blaze. 

Who taught the hawk to find, in ſeaſons wiſe, 
= Perpetual ſummer, and a change of {kies ? 
When clouds deform the year, ſhe mounts the wind, 
Shoots to the ſouth, nor fears the ſtorm behind; 


The ſun returning, ſhe returns a gain, 
Laves 1 in his. beams, and leaves ill days to men. 


Though ſtrong the hawk, though practis'd well to fly, 
4 cagle drops her in a lower {ky ; | 4 
„ When, deſerting human ſight, 
She dels che kun in her unweary 'd flight. 


"= * . and ſeat her oa the clift, 
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Where far above thy world ſhe dwells alone, 

And proudly makes the ſtrength of rocks her own ; 
Thence wile o'er Nature takes her dread * 
And with a glance predeſtinates her prey ? 

She feaſts her young with blood, and, hov'ring ober 


Th' unſlaughter'd hoſt, enjoys the promis'd gore. Fa «26 9 


Know'ſt thou how many moons, by me aflign'd +: 
Roll o'er the mountain-goat, and foreſt-i1ind, 
While pregnant they a mother's load ſuſtain ? 
They bend in anguiſh, and caſt forth their pain. 
Hale are their young, from human frailties freed; 
Walk unfuſtain'd, and unaſſiſted feed; 

They live at once; forſake the dam's warm fide 
Take the wide world, with Nature for their guide ; 
Bound o'er the lawn, or ſeek the diſtant glade; | 
And find a home in each delightful ſhade. 

Will the tall Ree, which knows no lord but me, . 

Low at the crib, and aſk an alms of thee ? 

Submit his unworn ſhoulder to the yoke, 

Break the {tiff clod, and o'er thy furrow ſmoke ? 
Since great his ſtrength, go truſt him, void of care: 
Lay on his neck the toil of all the year; 

Bid him bring home the ſeaſons to thy doors, 

And caſt his load among thy gather'd ſtores. 

Didit thou from ſervice the wild aſs diſcharge, 
And break his bonds, and bid him live at large, 
Through the wide waſte, his ample manſion, 2 
And loſe himſelf in his unbounded home? 2 
By nature's hand magnificently fed, - 

His meal is on the range of mountains bee, 


As in pure air aloft he bounds n . 
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Conſcious of freedom, ſcorns the ſmother'd train, 
The threat'ning driver, and the ſervile rein. 

Survey the warlike horſe ! didſt thou inveſt 
With thunder, his robuſt diſtended cheſt ? 


No ſenſe of fear his dauntleſs ſoul allays ; 


4T55 dreadful to behold his noftrils blaze; 

To paw the vale he proudly takes deliglit, 

And triumphs in the fulneſs of his night; 
Hizh-rais'd he ſnuffs the battle from atar, 

And burns to plunge amid the raging war ; 

And mocks at death, and throws his foam around, 
And in a ſtorm of fury ſhakes the ground. 

How does his firm, his riſing heart, advance 


Full on the brandiſh'd ſword, and fhal.en lance ; 


While his fix d eye-balls meet the dazzling ſhield, 
Ga-e, and return the lightning of the field! 

He ſinks the ſenſe of pain in gen'rous pride, 

Nor feels the ſhaft that trembles in his fide; 

But neighs to the ſhrill trumpet's dreadful blaſt 


Till death; and when he groans, he groans his laſt, 


But, ſiercer ſtill, the lordly lion ſtalks, 
Grimly majeſtick in his lonely walks; 
When round he glares. all living creatures fly; 
He clears the deſert with his rolling eve. 
Say, mortal, does he rouſe at thy command, 
And roar to thee, and live upon thy hind? 


Doft thou for him in foreſts bend thy bow, Whig 
And to his gloomy den the morſel throw, 4 777 
Where bent on death lie hid his tawny brood, 83. 
And, couch'd in dreadful ambuſh, pant for e 

15 


Or, ſtretch'd on broken limbs, conſume the Cap; 
In darkneſs wrapt, and flumber o'er their pred 
By the pale moon they take their deſt iu d ropbds 


Aud laſh their 358 and furious tear tlie gr ound} 
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Now ſhrieks, and dying groans, the deſert fill; 

They rage, they rend, their rav'nous jaws diſtil 

With crimſon foam; and, when the banquet's o'er, 

They ſtride away, and paint their ſteps with gore; 

In flizht alone tne mepherd puts his truſt, 

And ſhudders at the talon in the duſt. \ 
Mild is my Behemoth, though large his frame; 

Smooth is his temper, and repreſs'd his flame, 

While unprovok'd. This native of the flood 

Lifts his broad foot, and puts aſhore for food; 

Earth ſinks beneath him, as he moves along 

To ſeek the herbs, and mingle with the throng. 

See, with what ftrength his harden'd loins are bound, 

All over proof, and {hut againſt a wound. 

How like a mountain-cedur moves his tail! 

Nor can his complicated ſinews fail. 

Built high and wide, his ſolid bones ſurpaſs 

The bars of iteel ; his ribs are ribs of braſs ; 

His port majeſtick, and his armed jaw, 

Give the wide foreſt, and the mountain, law. 

The mountains feed him ; there the beaſts admire 

The mighty ſtranger, and in dread retire: 

At length his greatneſs nearer they ſurvey, 

Graze in his ſhadow, and his eye obey. 

The tens and marſhes are his cool retreat, 

His noontide ſhelter from the burning heat; 

Their ſedgy boſoms his wide couch are made, 

And groves of willows give him all their ſhade. 

His eye drinks Jordan up, when, fir'd with Are uy 


He truits to tura its current down his throat; SF 


I Iffen'd waves it creeps along the plain: * 
8 Tanks a river, and he thirſts again. 

"Go to. the Nile, and, from its Froicfil nde, 7 r 
Ea fort thy inc into the ſwelling A PERS 
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With flender hair Leviathan command, 

And ſtretch his vaſtneſs on the loaded ſtrand. 

Will he become thy ſervant ? will he own 

Thy lordly nod, and tremble at thy frown ? 

Or with his ſpert amuſe thy leiſure day, 

And, bound in ſilk, with thy ſoft maidens play? 
Shall pompous banquets ſwell with ſuch a prize? 

And the bowl journey round his ample ſize ? 

Or the debating merchants ſhare the prey, 

And various limbs to various marts convey ? 

Through his firm ſcull what ſteel its way can win ? 

What forceful engine can ſubdue his ſkin ? 

Fly far, and live; tempt not his matchleſs might ; 

The braveſt ſhrink to cowards in his ſight ; 

The raſheſt dare not rouſe him up: who then 

Shall turn on me, among the ſons of men? 

Am la debtor? Haſt thou ever heard 

Whence come the gifts which are on me conferr'd ? 

My laviſh fruit a thouſand valleys fills, 

And mine the herds that graze a thouſand hills: 

Earth, ſea, and air. all Nature is my own; | 

And l ſtars and ſun are duſt beneath my throne. 

And dar'ſt thou with the world's great Father vie, | 

Thou, who doſt tremble at my creature's eye ? 


At full my large Leviathan ſhall riſe, | 
Boaſt all his ſtrength, and ſpread his wondrous ſize, 
Who, great in arms, e er ſtripp'd his ſhining may | | 


Or crown'd his triumph with a fingle ſcale? 
Whoſe heart ſuſtains him to draw near! Behold, 

Deſtruction yawns ; his ſpacious jaws unfold, *taags 
And, marſhall'd round the wide expanſe, diſche 
Teeth edgeid with death, and crouding rows d 1 
8 fangs on either {ide ariſe! "= $ 7 05 
Kuh * abyſs between them lies! . 


dane 
$I No 


Part of the Book of JOB. 337 


Mete with thy lance, and with thy plummet ſound, 
The one how long, the other how profound. 

His bulk is charg'd with ſuch a furious ſoul, 
That clouds of ſmoke from his ſpread noſtrils roll, 
As from a furnace; and, when rous'd his ire, 

Fate iſſues from his jaws in ſtreams of fire, 

The rage of tempeſts, and the roar of ſeas, 

Thy terrour, this thy great ſuperiour pleaſe ; 
Strength on his ample ſhoulder fits in ſtate ; 

His well-join'd limbs are dreadfully complete ; 
His flakes of ſolid fleſh are flow to part; 

As ſteel his nerves, as adainant his heart, 

When, late-awak'd, he rears him from the floods, 
And, ſtretching forth his ſtature to the clouds, | 
Writhes in the ſun aloit Uuis ſcaly height, 

And ſtrikes the diſt.inr hills with tranſient light, 

Far round are fatal damps of terrour ſpread, _, © + 
The mighty fear, nor bluii to own their dread. 

Large 1s his front; and, when his burnith'd eyes 
Lift their broad lids, rhe morning ſcems to riſe. 

In vain may death in various ſhapes invade, 

The ſwift-wing'd arrow, the deſcending blade; 

His naked breaſt their impotence defies ; 

The dart rebounds, the brittle fauchion flies, 

Shut in himſelf, the war without he hears, INES 
Safe in the tempeſt of their rattling ſpears; 0 eel 
The cumber'd ſtrand their waſted vollies ftrow;z | 
His ſport, the rage and labour of the foe. - | 

His paſtimes like a caldron hoil the flood, | 22 | 

| 


And blacken ocean with the riſing mud; 
5 15 The billows feel him, as he works his way . 
3 Is hoary footſteps ſhine along the ſea; 
i 5 he foam, high-wrought, with white hats che g 2 
| 18 Not nt ſailors Point where deut * tt 
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His like earth bears not on her ſpacious face: 
Alone in Nature ſtands his dauntleſs race, 
For utter 1gnorance of fear renown'd, 
In wrath he rolls his baleful eye around ; 
Makes ev'ry ſwoln, diſdainſul heart, ſubſide, 
And holds dominion o'er the ſons of pride. 
Then the Chaldean eas'd his lab'ring breaſt, 
With full conviction of his crime oppreſs'd. 


* 


* Thou canſt accompliſh all things, Lord of might - 

e And ev'ry thought is naked to thy ſight, 
« But oh! thy ways are wonderful, and lie R 
© Beyond the deepeſt reach of mortal eye. 15 
« Oft have 1 heard of thine almighty pow'r; bl 
6% But never ſaw thee till this dreadful hour. the 
& Q'erwhelm'd with ſhame, the Lord of life I ſes, ant 
« Abhor myſelf, and give my ſoul to thee. 1 
% Nax ſhall my weakseſs tempt thine anger more: an 
4% Man was not made to queſtion, but adore.” 6 ak 
0: an 
ep 
WI 
ha 
T] 
** . ar” 
x en 
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T is diſputed among the criticxs who was the author 
of the book of 70. Some give it to Maſes; ſome 
to others. As I was engaged in this little performance, 


ſome arguments occurred to me, which favour the for- 


mer of thoſe opinions ; which arguments I have flung 
into the following notes, where little elſe is to be ex- 
pected 

Page 325. Thrice happy Job, &c.] The Almighty's 
ſpeech, chap xxxviii. Cc. which is what I paraphraſe 
in this little work, is by much the fineſt part of the no. 
bleſt and moſt ancient poem in the world. Biſhop Pa- 
trick ſays, its grandeur 1s as much above all other po- 
etry, as thunder is louder than a whiſper. In order te 
ſet this diſtinguiſhed part of the poem in a fuller lift, 
and give the reader a clearer conception of &, I have 
abridged the precediug and ſubſequent parts of the poem, 
and joined them to it; ſo that this piece is a ſort of an 
epitome of the whole book of Jos. 

I uſe the word paraphraſe, becauſe I want another 
which might better anſwer to the uncommon liberties 1 
have taken. I have omitted, added, and tranſpos d. 
The mountain, and comet, the ſun, and other parts; 
are entirely added: the peacock, the lion, &c. are much 


enlarged: and I have thrown the whole into a method 


more ſuitable to our notions of regularity: The judis 


ciqus, if they compare this piece with the original; 


will, [ flatter myſelt, find the reaſons for the great lis, 
Sets [ have indulged my ſelf in through the Whole. 
 Longinus has a chapter on interrogations, which ſhews 
5 an they contribute mach to the ſublime. The ſpesch 
5—— IE: _ is made up of them. ee e 
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differs from other manner of reproof, as bidding a perſon 
execute himſelf, does from a common execution; for he 
that aſks the guilty a proper queſtion, makes him, in 


effect, paſs ſentence on himſelf. 


Page 327. From the darkneſs broke 

A dreadful voice, and thus th' Almighty ſpoke.) 
— The book of 70 is well known to be dramatick, 
and, like the tragedies of old Greece, is fiction built 
on truth. » Probably this moſt noble part of it, the 
Almighty ſpeaking out of the whirlwind, (ſo ſuitable 
to the after practice of the Creek ſtage, when there 
happened Dignus vindice nodus), is fictitious; but it is a 
fiction more agreeable to the time in which 7% lived, 
than to any ſince. Frequent, before the law, were 
the appearances of the Almighty after this manner, 
Exod. chap. xix. Ezekiel, chap. i. &c. Hence is he 
ſaid to dwell in thick darkneſs; and have his way in the 


whirlwind. 


Page 328. Thus far thy floating tide, &c.] There 
is a very great air in all that precedes ; but this is ſig- 
nally ſublime. We are ſtruck with admiration to ſee 
the vaſt and ungovernable ocean receiving commands, 


and punctually obeying them; to find it like a mana- 


ged horſe, raging, toſſing, and foaming, but by the 


Fule and direction of its maſter. This paſſage yields 
In ſubluity to that of, Let there be light, &c. ſo much 
3 only, as: the abſolute government of dune yields to 
5 the. creation of 3 R. 
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The dike ſpizat. 3 in theſe two paſſages is 10 5 bag: con- 
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ed are Egyptian. The reaſon given why the raven is 


particularly mentioned as an object of the care of Pro- 


vidence, is, becauſe, by her clamorous and importunate 
voice, ſhe particularly ſeems always calling upon it; 
thence 20earow & xogaly is to aſk earneſtly, lian. I. ii. 

c. 38. And ſince there were ravens on the banks of 
the Nile more clamorous than the reſt of that ſpecies 


thoſe probably are meant in this place. 
Page 132. Who in the cruel oſtrich has ſubdu' d, &c. 1] 


There are many inſtances of this bird's ſtupidity ; let 


two ſufhce. 
Firſt, It covers its head in the reeds, and thinks it- 
ſelf all out of fight. 
Stat lumine clauſo 
Ridendum revoluta caput ; creditque latere 
One non ipſa videt. Claud. 
Secondly, They that go in purſuit of them, draw the 
fkin of an oftrich's neck on one hand, which Proves a 
ſufficient lure to take them with the other. 
They have ſo little brain, that Heliogabalus had ſix 
hundred heads for his ſupper. | 
Here we may obſerve, that ou Judicious as well as 
ſublime author, juſt touches the great points of diſtinc- 
tion in each creature, and then haſtens to another. A 
deſcription 1s exact when you cannot add, but what is 
common to another thing ; nor withdraw, but ſome- 


thing peculiarly belonging to the thing deſcribed. A 


© Mhonny is loſt in too much deſcription, as a meaning” 
«often 3 in too much illuſtration. 


-"Ibid; What time ſhe ſkims along the field, Kc.) Here 
os marked another peculiar quality of this creatures 


ME blen neither lies, nor runs diſtinctly, but Jap: A motion , 
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compoſed of both, and, uſing its wings as ſails, makes 
great ſpeed, 

Vaſia velut Libye venantum vocibus ales 

Cum premitur, calidas curſu tranſmittit arenas, 

Inque modum veli ſinuatis flamine pennis 
Pulverulenta volat Claud. in Eutr. 
Page 132. She ſcorns the rider, and purſuing ſteed.” 
KXenophon ſays, Cyrus had horſes that could overtake 
the goat, and the wild aſs; but none that could reach 
this creature. A thouſand golden ducats, or a hun- 
dred camets, was the ſtated price of a horſe that could 
equal their ſpeed, 

Ibid. How rich the peacock, &c.) Though this 
bird is but juſt mentioned in my author, I could not 
forbear going a. little farther, and ſpreading thoſe 
beautiful plumes (which are there ſhut up) into half a 
dozen lines. The circumſtance I have marked of lis 
. opening his plumes to the ſun is true. Axpanlit colo- 
res adfferfe maxime oli, e ſ c fulgentius radiant. 
Pha. 1- * S. 20. 

Ibid. Jong ſtrong the han wk though pradtis'd well 
to Hy. I  Thuanus re accip.) mentions a hawk that 
flew from Paris to London in a night. 

And the Egyptians In regard to its ſwiftneſs, made 
it their ſymbol for<the wind”, for which reaſon we may 
ſuppoſe the hawk, as well as the crow abeve, to have 
been a bird-of note in bl. 

Page 133. Thence uide def Nature takes her dread ſur- 

Fn &c.] The eagle is ſaid to be of ſo acute a Goht, that 
when ſhe is ſo high in air, that man cannot ſee her, ſhe 


can diſcern. the fmalleſt filh under water. My author 
accurately 1 underſtood the nature of the creatures he de- . 
ſcribes, and ſeems to have been a naturaliſt as well. 40 ; 


. 1 * 
3 


85 Poet, 145 the next note will confirm. 
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Page 133. Knoweſt thou how mary moons, by me af- 
fign'd, &c.) The meaning of this queſtion 1 is, Knoweſt 
thou the time and circumſlances of their bringing forth ? 


for to know the time only was eaſy, and had nothing ex- 


traordinary in it ; but the circumſtances had ſomething 
peculiarly expreſſive of God's providence, which makes 
the queſtion proper in this place. P/izy obſerves, that 
the hind with young is by inſtin& directed to a certain 
herb called /e/*/is, which facilitates the' birth. Thun- 
der alſo (which looks like the more immediate hand of 
Providence) has the ſame effect, Pſal. xxix. In ſo ear- 


ly an age to obſerve theſe things, may ſtyle our author 


a naturaliſt. 

Page 134. Survey the warlike horſe, &c.] The de- 
ſcription of the horſe is the moſt celebrated of any in 
the poem. There is an excellent critick on it in the 
Guardians, I ſhall therefore only obſerve, that, in 
this deſcription, as in other parts of this ſpeech, our 
vulgar tranſlation has much more ſpir it than the Sep- 
tuagint; it always takes the original in the moſt poe- 
tical and exalted ſenſe, ſo that moſt commentators, even 
on the Hebrew itſelf, fall beneath it. 


Ibid. By the pale moon they take their deſlin'd 


round, &c.] Purſuing their prey by night is true of 


moſt wild beaſts, particularly the lion, Pfal. civ. 20. 


The Arabian have one among their 500 names for the 


lion, which ſignifies the hunter by moonſhine.. || |» 


; cage 135. He ſinks a river, and he thirſ}s again, Ke. 2 | 


Cephiſi glaciale caput, quo ſuetus anhelam 

Ferre ſitim Python, amnemque avertere ponto. 
Stat. Theb. v. 349. 

2 biris tegeret montes, hauriret hiatu- 

x Eine, 8 3 prot in Ruf. 
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Let not then this hyperbole ſeem too much for ax 


"eaſtern pbet, though ſome commentators of name ſtrain 


hard in this place for a new conſtruction, through fear 
of it. 

Page 135. Co to the Nile, and from its fruitful ſide, &c. 
The taking the crocodile is moſt difficult. SD: 
ſays they are not to be taken but by iron nets. When 


Auguſtus conquered Fgypt, he ſtruck a medal, the im- 
preſs of which was a crocodile chained to a pahm tree, 
with this inſcription, Nemo antea relegavit. 


Page 1 36. The raſhe dare not rouſe him up, &c. ] This 


alludes to a cuſtom of this creature, which is, when 


ſated with fiſh, to come aſhore, and ſleep among the 


 xeeds. 


Ibid. Behold, 

- Deſiruftion zawns his ſpacious jaws unfold, &c.] The 
crocodile's mouth is exceeding wide. When he gapes, 
ſays Pliny, fit totum os. Martial ſays to his old woman, 

Cum comparata riftibus tuis ora 

Niliacus habet crocodilus anguſ a. 

So that the expreſſion here is barely juſt. 

Page 337. Fate iſſues frem his jaws in ſireams of Are. 
This too is nearer truth than at firſt view may be imagin- 
ed. The crocodile, ſay the naturaliſts, lying long under 
water, and being there forced to hold its breath, when 
it emerges, the breath long repreſſed is hot, and burſts 
out ſo violently, that it reſembles fire and ſmoke. The 
horſe ſuppreſſes not his breath by any means ſo long, 
neither is he ſo fierce and animated ; yet the; 361 "Gor- 
rect of . poets ventures to ule the ſame met ; 5 
cerning; him. 

- ColleFumgue premens voloit ſub 1 > 5 
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gainſt a falſe opinion of the eaſtern boldneſs, from 
Paſſages in them ill underſtood. -_ 

Page 137. Large is his front; and, when his burniſh'd 
exes. &c.] His eyes are like the eyelids of the morning. I 
think this gives us as great an image of the thing it 
would expreſs, as can enter the thought of man. It 1s not 
improbable, that the Egyptians ſtole their hieroglyphick 
for the morning. which is the crocodile's eye, from 
this paſſage, though no commentator I have ſeen men- 
tions it. It is eaſy to conceive how the Egyptians 
ſhould be both readers and admirers of the writings of 
Moſes, whom I ſuppoſe the author of this poem. 

I have obſerved already, that three or four of the 
creatures here deſcribed are Egyptian ; the two laſt are 
notoriouſly ſo; they are the river-horſe and the croco- 
dile, thoſe celebrated inhabitants of the Ne; and on theſe 
two it is that our author chiefly dwells. It would have 
been expected from an author more remote from that 
river than Moſes, in a catalogue of creatures produced 
to magnify their Creator, to have dwelt on the two 
largeſt works of his hand, viz. the elephant and the whale : 
this is ſo natural an expectation, that ſome commenta- 
tors have rendered Behemoth and Leviathan, the elephant 
and whale, though the deſcriptions in our author will 
not admit of it; but Mo/es being (as we may well ſup. 
poſe) under an immediate terrour of the hippopetamog 
and crocodile from their daily miſchiefs and ravages a. 
round him, it is very accountable why he ſhould per- 
mit thiem to take place. 
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